This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of
to make the world’s books discoverable online.

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was nevel
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domair
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that’s often difficult to discover.

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book’s long journey fro
publisher to a library and finally to you.

Usage guidelines

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belon
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have take
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying.

We also ask that you:

+ Make non-commercial use of the fild&e designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these fil
personal, non-commercial purposes.

+ Refrain from automated queryirigo not send automated queries of any sort to Google’s system: If you are conducting research on m:
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encc
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help.

+ Maintain attributionThe Google “watermark” you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping ther
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it.

+ Keep it legalWhatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume |
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can’t offer guidance on whether any specific
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book’s appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in al
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe.

About Google Book Search

Google’s mission is to organize the world’s information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps
discover the world’s books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on
athttp://books.google.com/ |



http://books.google.com/books?id=7FQJAAAAQAAJ&ie=ISO-8859-1




Ras. E 351






Digitized by GOOS[@






. h

‘
~ N ¢ -
. .
H i L) -
o =
- - .
" . -~ -~
1 M L}
-
N )

s
c e
ke , .
. e
94 K

The Dx

ST

REST

an

A




G E O R G E R’
@ £ ORGE the Second, by the Grage of God, King of

BY Great-Britain, France and Ireland; Defender of the
@ Faith, ¢7e. To all to whom thefe Prefents fhall come,
R Greeting. Whereas our Trufty, and Well-beloved
R Lewis Theobald, of our Ci? of London, Gent. hath, by
his Petition, humbly reprefented to Us, That He-ha-
ving, at a confiderable Expencg, Puschafed the Manufcript Copy of
an Original Play of WiILLsaM SuAKESPEARE, called, Double
Faljlmf 3 Or, the Difireff Lovers; and, with great Labour and Pains,
Revifed, and Adapted the fame to the Stage; has humbly befought
Us, to grant him Our Royal Privilege, and Licence, for the fole
Printing and Publifhing thereof, for the Term of Fourteen Years:
We, being willing to give all due Encouragement to.chis his Un-
destaking, are graciqufly pleafed to condefcend to his Requeks and
do therefore, mhc;‘e Prefents, “fo far as may be agreeable t0 the
Statute in that Behalf made and provided, for Us, Our Heirs, and
Succeflors, grant unto Him, the faid Zewis Theobeld, his Executors,
Adminiftrators, and Afligns, Our Royal Licence, for the fole Print-
ing and Publifhing the faid Play, in fuch Size and Manner, as He

" ang They fhall think fit, for the Term of Fourteen Years, to be

computed from the Date hereof; ftrily forbidding all our Subjeéts
within our Kingdoms and Dominions, to Reprint the fame, either
in the like, or in any other Size, or Manner whatfoever; or to Im-
port, Buy, Vend, Usier or Difkribute any Capies thereof, Reprint-
d beyond the Seas, during the aforefaid Term'of Fourteen Years,
ithout the Confent, or Approbation of the faid Lewis Theobald,
his Heirs, Executors, and gns, under his, or their Hands and
Seals firft had, and 3btained; as .tl:‘ely will anfwer the contrary ac
their Peril ¢ -—--W,hereof the Copqui
our Cuftoms, the Mafter, Warden, and Cox:say of Stationers,
are to take Notice, that the fame may be entred in the Regifter of
the faid Company, and that due Obedience ‘be rendred thereunto,
Given at Our Court at St, Famés’s, the Fifth Day of Decamber, 1727,
in the Firft Year of Ow Reign, .

By His Majcﬂy:: Command,
HovLLes NEwcCAaSTLE.

ioners, and other Officers of
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| OR, SR
fT/oeDIsTRESTLOVERs.
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THEATRE ROYAL B
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DRURT-LANE

. Written Orlgmally by #. SHAKES TEJ R E 3

"And now Revifed and Adapted to the Stage

" By Mr. THEOBALD, thc Awuthior of Sbake/peare Refiord.

: %:/od optanti Dmﬂm promittere nems ,
Anderet, va Dies,.en! atrulic ukerd, © Virg.
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Prmted by J. WarTs, at the Frintin Oﬁce ia
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| | To the nght HONOURABLE |
Gearge Doa’mgtoﬂ Efq,

~ SIR, " -
gt OTHING can more

d ftrongly fecond the

- Pleafure 1 feel, from.

4 the UniverfalApplaufe

. ‘which crowns this Or-

pbarz Play, than this Otherwhich I

take i prefuming to fhelter it under.

Your Name. I bear fo dear an Af-

fection to the Writings and Memory

of SHAKESPEARE, that, asitis -

my good Fortune to retrieve this

ty, fo it ismy greateft Ambition that
A3 *this

Remnant of his Pen from Obfcuri-



-

| D E D I C ATHoO N
¢his Piece fhould be jeceived into
the Protetion of fich a Patrcm

And, I hope, Furure Times, ‘when

they mean to pay Skake[peare the beft . |

| Complxment, will remember to fay,
Mr. DODINGTON was tbat Friend
to. his Remains, Whlch his. own
SOUTHA MPEON was to- h;shcwzg
Merit,

; I n from the ﬂm’ Dzﬁ:rma: |

ef auy. Patrons, that we can ge-
nerally beft ormfe Ourfdves the
good Opmlon of the Publick.
You dre not only a diftinguifh’d
Friend of the Mafes, but moft ins-
tirhately aflied to them: And from
hence it is I flacer Myfdf, thar

if Yoy fhall think fic o ‘pro-

‘nounce this Piece gentine, - it will
filenee. the Cenfures of thofe Uwbe-

" hevers, who thmk it impoflible a

Ma-




DEDICHTION

Manufeript of Sbak:fpeaﬂ could  fo
long have ‘lain. dormant; and who
. are blindly "paying Mé a" gréater
_Gompliment, thah ‘eithier They dé-
“fign, or'l can merit, whiletley can -
oot byt confefs Themfelves pleafed, .
yer. would fain’ infinuate thar they
are smpofed wpon. 1'{hoiild cfteem it
fome Sort of Pirswe, weéteT able to
sommit {0 agreeable a Chwar, " *

Byt patdon Me, Sir, for. & Dt
gxeﬂ'mn that . pervcrts the very Rulé
ofD¢dncatxons I own, I have 'ndy
B,cafons for it.” As, ‘SiR, " yotr
known Integruy, and Heotr en
gages the warmeft Wdhes of allgood
‘Men for your Proigemy, fo “your
known Diftinction in potite Eetters,
‘and your.generdus Et ticouragement
of Thofe who pretend to them, o
bltges us 1o confider your" Advatice-
- A4 L ment.




DEDIC&T]G‘N“

e

ment; as 'our own;’ ";'{01121 Intenefk,
and*as 2 geod Omen, at.leaft, if not
a$ the Tureft - Means “of “the: firgre:
ﬂounﬂnng Condition of thofe Hu-
mané Arts amongft us, which We-

) prof #(s, and which You adorn. But -

* neither Your Modefty, ‘nor. my
Inabiity will fuffer me to enterupon
that Subject. Permit me therefore,
SIR, to convert Paneg yrick inta, &
moft ardent With, that You would.
look with a Tender Eye on this deae <
Relick,- and that you would believe -
me, with the moft unfclgncd Zeal "
and]&dpa&

S‘IR

 Your mojl Devoted bl
and Ohd:em Haméle Servam,, ,

GfutR ll-fRreet
2ft ezcn/frb;r,’ :
iny. , - |
Esw., Tutosato,

S




PREFACGCE
EDITOR -

e e

aga HE Succefs, ‘which this Play has met with from
P! the Town in the Reprefentation, (to fay nothing -
i of the Reception it found from thofe Great Judges, -
@ to whom [ have had the Honour of communiga-. |,
S ting it in Marmfcript;) has almoft made the Pur-
— 'pogz of a Preface unneceffary : And therefore what:
T have to fay, is defign’d rather to wipe out a:flying Obje&idd -
¥o two, than to labour at proving it the Produétion of Séate-
Jpeare. It has been alledg’d as incredible, that fuch.a Curiofity
fhould he ftifled and: toft to the ‘World for above a Century.
To This my Anfwer is ‘fhort; that tho’ it never till.now 1:&
its Appearance on the Stage, yet one of the Manufcript Copies,
which I have, i of aboveé Sixty Years Standing, in the Hand-
writing of Mr. Dewses, the famous Old Prompter; and, as I
am credibly inform’d, was early in the Pofleflion of the cele-'
brated Mr. Bezterson, and by Him, defign’d to have been uther’d
into the World. What Accident prevented This Putpofe of
bis, 1 do not pretend to know: Or thro® ‘what hands it had fuc-
ceflively pafs’d beforc that Period of Time. There is a Tra-
dition (which I have from the Noble Perfon,  who. fupply’d me
withOne of my-Copi"es{Ithat' it was:given by our Author, as a
Prefent of Value, to a Natural Daughter of his, for whofe Sake
he wrote it, in the Time of his Retirement from the ‘Stage."
“J'wo other. Copies 1 have, (one of which I was glad ro par-
: A . ‘ chate -

.




‘ ?R,E )Fd,eE' ..—‘-.
chefeatavery good Rate,) which may:not, peshaps, be guite fo
OMd as the Former;. bat One of ‘Then is much thofe perfed,
and has fewer Flaws and Intercuptions id the Senfe. -+ -
Another Obje@ion has been flarted, (which woeld carry mu¢h
- more Weight wirh it, were it:Fa;) thet the Talt of this. Play,
- being built' upon a’ Novel in Do Qwizor, Chronelogy is againft
Us, and Shakefpeare could not be the Author. Bat it ,
that Don Quixot was publithi’d in the Year 1611, and Shake-
_?)‘eare did not dye till April 1616, a fufficient Interval of Time’
or All-thag We want granted. . S
“Ckhers again, to depteciate the Affair, as they thought, hive
becii pleafed to urge, #hat tho’ the Play may have fome Refern> -
blances of Sbal:e?em, yet the Colouring, Difiom, and Chara-
£lers, come nearer to the St¥le and Manner of FLETCHER.
Chis, I think, is far from déferving any Anfwer; | fubmit it
to the Determination gf better Judgments; tho’ my Partiality
for Shakefpeare makes me with, that Every Thing which is
good, or plenfing, id sur Tdrigue, had been owing to his Pen.
As to the Perfornmance of the refpe@ive A&ors cotrcern’d in
this Play, my applauding It here would be altogether fuper-
fluous. The Publick has diftinguifh’d and given them a Praife,
much beyond Any that can. fiow fromt my Pen. But [ Inive
fome pa-ticula;Ag‘knowden,cm to mhalte €0 the Managers of
this Cormpany, for which } an-glad o etbrice fo fair an Op<

I campe to Them av thit JunBture o8 an  Bdiver, ot an Aw-
zhor, and have  met with fo mach Casdour, end handfome
Treastment flom Them; -that . am willing o 'Believe, she
Complsint, which kas fo ¢omimonjy obeaiw’d, of their Difce-
gard and ill Behdviour to Wiiters, has beod more feverely nrg’d,
thea it is juRlly grounded.. They muft certainly be too good
Judges of their own Ineerefl, npt © .ksow that a Theatre
cannot slways fubfift ‘on wid Stock, but shat e Town
requires Novelty at theic Hinds. | On sthe other Hard, they
muolt be fo far Judges of their . owa Art and Profeflion, s
to know that all the Compofitions, which are offer’d themy,
would never go down with "Aaditinces of fo nise and deli-
cate 2 Tafle, as in this Age frequent the Theatres. It would
be very hstd upon fach a Commenity, where © many
Interefts are cohcern’d, and fo much Merit- in theic Bufi-
nefs allow’d, if they had not a Privitedge of refefing fome
. crude Pieces, too imperfe& for the Entertamment of the Pab-
lick I wouid not beé thought to mferr, that they have me-
ver difcourag’d what They might, pertps, afterwards with they
bad receiv’d. Thay do mot, k believe, fet up for fuch a Con-




? REF 4CE"

fRans lipiligy. DBt if We do but fairly confider om of 2»
bave ?ﬁ;lt Thmoyafnd Plays ctiang, m"?%an 2 Neatter wifp
now ftand the Teft: if We do but confider too, how often &
raw Performance has been extoll’d by thé Partiality of private
Frisndthip4 a¥ whkat a Clour of Injugy has béest rais'd
from that Quarter, gpoh fuck Performauce medfing a Repulfe;
we may pretty eafily account for the Grounds upon which they
proceeded in difcountenancing fome Plays, and the harfh Things
that are shrowRr owt upom teir giving 3 Repuife to othess. "

Buat |-fhould deg Patdon for imtetfering ifi this Queftidn, im
which I am properly neither Party, nor Judge, 1 am only
throwing our g.privste Opimda, witkowl nceré or Prejudice,
and if I am right in the Notion, Valear quantum valere poseff. ~

-~ . ~ -

Lo ay -



PROLOGUE

Written by PHILIP FROWDE, Efg;
And Spoken by Mr. mes.

A S in fome Region, bere indulgent Skies .
Enrich the Soil, & thoufand Plants arife
Frequent and bold a thoufand Landskips moct
Our ravifbt Vmw, irvegularly fweet : ‘
We gaze, dividedy now on Thefe, mow ﬂwfe 5
Wbile Ak one beauteous Wikdernefs compofe: ..
Such SHAKESPEARBS Gmm wax — Lgt Bu-
tons. boaff - - i ‘
he glorieus Birtb, and, eager, ﬁr:'vc 2who mﬁ
Sball celebrate bis. V erfes for while we raife
Trophiss of Fame 10 bim, ourfeoes we praife ;
Difplay the Talewss of a Britith Mind,
W bere Al is great, free, ogm, anmzﬁn’d
Be it our Pride, to resch bis daring Flfﬂ[;t,
And relifb Beauties, be ‘alone could-write.
Moft modern Authors, fearful to: afpire,
WVitb Iwitation cramp their genial Fire 5
The well-fchemed Plan keep firict before their Eyes,
Dwell on Proportions, trifling Dacencies }
While noble Nature all neglected lies.
Nature, that claims Precedency of Place,
Perfetiion’s Bafisy and effential Grace !
' . Nature.




PROLOGUE
Nature o intimately SHAKESPE ARE knew;
Froms ber ﬁrﬂ Springs bis Smttmts be drew;
MGP grearly wild they flows andy when moff wild, yd
true.
While Thefe, [ecure in what the Criticks teach,

- Of fervile Laws fill dread the dengerous Breacb;
His wvaf}, unbounded, Soul difdain'd their Rule,
Above the Precepts of the Pedant School!

Ob! could the Bard, revifiting our Light,
Receive thefe Honours done bis Shade To-night,
How would be blefs the Scene this Age difpiays,
Tranfcending bis Eliza’s golden Days /-
Hben grear Avcustus fills the Britith Throne,
And bis lov’d Confort makes the Mufe ber own..
How would be joy, 1o [ee fair Merit’s Claim
Thus anfwer'd in bis owy reviving Fame! - _
How cry with Pride—— % Oblivion I forgives
¢ This my laft Cluld to lateft Times thall live:
¢ Loft to the World, well for the Birth it ftay'dy -
¢ To this aufpicious £rs well delay’d. - R

-0

EPI-



EPILOGUE

WritnenbyaFnend
~Spokeobme LDPIELD.f

WELL . Heaven defernd u3 from thefe am'm# Pfayy,
Thefe Moral Bards of good Queen Beld's Days !
They avrite from Virtue's Laws, and think no fursher s
But drat s Rape as dreadful as a Murther. ,
You modern' Wits, more detply vers'd_in Natare, . )
Can tip the wink, to tell as, you know better ; g
As who fbeu’d fag—*¢ *Ts no fuch killing Mattey ——
¢ Wewe beard ofd Stovies totd, and yet ne'er wonder’dy,
“ Of many & Prude, flm Sas endur'd a Humdred:
¢ And Violame gmver, br we're mifiaken, ,
¢ Noty becaufe ravifbt 5.bat becaufe — forfaken.—

Had this beert written to the modern Stage,
Her Manners bad been copy’d from the Age. .
Then, tho’ fbe bad been okve @ little wromg,
She fill bad bad the Grace to've beld ber Tongue s
And after all, with dowxmf Looksy been led
Like any Virgin to the Bridal Bed.
There, if the good Man quefiion’d ber Mif-doing,
She'd fop bim fhort— Pray, whd made you fo knowing ?
s What, doubt my Virtue!— What's yoar bafe Insention ?
“ Siry that’s a Point above your Comprebenfion. ——

el




EPILOGUE

Hell, Heav'n be prais'dy the Virtue of our Times
. Secures us from our Gothick Grandfires Crimes.
Ragpes, Magich, mew Opinions, @bich. before -
Hawve filPd our Chronicles, are now no more :
And this reforming Age may jufily boaft,
That dreadful Sin Polygamy is laft.
So far from multiplying Wives, *tis known
Our Elusbands find, theyve Work enough with ome.—
Then, as for Rapes, thofe dangerous days are pafl ;-
Our Dappcr Sparks are [ddom in fuch baffe.

In'SHARESPEARE’s dgetbe Englith Youth w[pr‘d,
Lov'd, a5 they fought,. by bim and Beauty fir'd, =
*Tis yours 29 crown the Bard, whofe Magick Sirain = )
Cow'd charm the Heroes of that glovious Reigny .. %
W bich humbled to the Dufi the Pride of Spain.

r



-Drimatis Perfona,

Duke dxgelo. .

Rodertck, his Eldcr Son. .
Henriguez, his Younger Son.
Don Bernard, Father to Leonord.
Camillo, Fathcr to Fulio.

Fulio, in Love with Leonora.’

Citizen.

Mafter of the Flocks,

Firft Shepherd.

Second Shepherd.

Leonora.
Violante.

SCENE, the Province of Andalufia in Sgaig.

WOMEN.

M. Corey.
. Mr. Mills.

Mr. ilks.
Mr. Harper.
Mr. Griffin.
Mr. Boosb.

i Mr. Oates.
o Mt. Bndgwater

Mr. Nirris,

Mr. Ray.

Mrs. Pagf)f.
Mrs. Booth.
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DOUBLE FALSHOOD;
< OoR,
Tbe DisTREST LOVERS.

'ACTL SCENE L .

$CENFE, 4 Ryal Palace.

Duke Angelo, Roderick, and Ciwrtiers,

" "RoBERICHE.

- T ‘Y gracious Father, this unwonted
Strain . :
h Vifits my Heart with Sadnefs.
| 5 Duks. ——— Why, my Son?
y Making my Death familiar to my’
‘ v  Tongue ’
Di%.’ not my Grave one Jot befofe
the Date, :
I've worn the Garland of my Honours long,
And would not leave it wither’d to thy Brow,
But flourifhing and green ;Bworthy the Man,

ho,



5 DouBLE FALsHoOD; or,

Who, with my Dukedoms, heirs my better Glories.

Roder. This Praife, which is my Pride, {preads me

with Blufhes. .

Duke. Think not, that I can flatter thee, my Roderick.;
Or let the Scale of Love o’er-poize my Judgment..
Like a fair Glafs of Retrofpeétion, Thou
Refle@’ft the Virtues of my early Youth;

Making my old Blood mend its Pace with T'ranfport :
While fond Hentiquez, thy irregular Brother,

Sets the large Credit of his Name at Stake,

A Truant to my Withes, and his Birth.

His Taints of Wildnefs hurt our nicer Honour,

And call for fwift Reclaim.

Roder. — I truft, my Brother
Will, by the Vantage of his cooler Wifdom,
E’er-while redeem the hot Efcapes of Youth,

And court Opinion with a golden Condu&.

D uke. Be Thou a Prophet in that kind Suggeftion !
But I; by Fears weighing his unweigh’d Courfe, -
Interpret for the Future from the Patt.

And ftrange Mifgivings; why he hath of late:
By Importunity, and ftrain’d Petition,

Wrefted our Leave of Abfence from the Court,
Awaké Sufpicion, “Thou art inward with him;
And, haply, from the bofom’d Truft can’ft thape
Some formal Caufe to qualify my Doubts.

Roder. Why he hath prefi’d this Abfence, Sir, I
* know not; _ -
But have .his Letters of a modern Date, -
Whetein by Fulio,” good Camillo’s Son, .

-{Who, as he fays, fhall follow hard upon; -
And whom I with the growing Hour expeét:)
He doth follicit the Return of Ggld :

"Fo purchafe certain Horfe, th#fke him well.
This Fulio he encounter’d firft ¥ France,

And lovifgly commends him to Hay Favours .
Withing, I would detain him fome'few Days,
. To know the Value of his well-placed Truit.

Duke,




The D1sTREST LoVvERs. 3

- Duke. O, do it, Roderick; and affay to mould him
Aa honeft Spy upon thy Brother’s Riots.
Make us acquainted when the Youth arrivess
We'll fee this Fulis, and he fhall from Us
Receive the fecret Loan his Friend requires.
Bring him to Court. .
- [ Exeunt.

S CENE Il. Profpectof aVillage at aDiflance.
Enter: Camillo with a Letter.

Cam. How comes the Duke to take fuch Notice of
my Son, that he muft needs have him in Court, and I
muft fend him upon the View of his Letter? s—
Horfemanfhip! W hat Horfemanthip has 7sl/io ? I think
be can no more but gallop a Hackney, unle(s he pra&ifcci
Riding in France. It may be, he did fo; for he was
there a good Continuance. But I have not heard him
fpeak much of his Horfemanthip. That’s no Mat-
ter: if he be not a good Horfeman, all’s one in fuch
a Cafe, he muft bear. Princes are abfolute; they
may do what they will jn any Thing, fave what they
cannot do. - ' ,

Epters Julio.

O, eome on, Sir’; read this Paper: no more Ado, but
read it: It muft not be anfwer'd by my Hand, nor
yours, buty in Grofs, by your Pérfon; your fole Per-
fon. Read aloud.
F4l. ’Pleafe you, to let-me firft o’erlook it, Sir.
Cam. 1 was this other day in a Spleen againft your
new Suits: I do now think, fomeFate was the Taylour
that hath fitted them: for, this Hour, they are for
the Palace of the Duke. — Your Father’s Houfe is
too dufty. - S
- Bz R A



4 DousLe FArsHOOD; or,

Ful. Hem !— to Court? Which is the better, to
ferve a Miftrefs, or a Duke? I am fued to - be his Slave,
and I fue to be Leomora’s. {Afde.

Cam. You fhall find your Horfemanthip much praifed
there; Are youfo good a Horfeman? =~ - :

Sul. 1 have been, -

E’er.now, commended for my Sear, or mock’d.

Cam. Take one Commendation with another, ev
Third’s a Mock.— Affe& not therefore to be praifed.
Here’s adeal of Command and Entreaty mixt; there’s
no denying; you muft go, peremptorily he inforces
*'That. ' ' A -

Ful. What Fortune foever my Going fhall éncoun-
ter, cannot’ be good Fortunc; What I part withal
unfeafons any other Goodnefs. [ Afide.

Cam. You niuft nteds gos he rather conjures, than
mportunes. : -

Fal. No:moving of my Love-Suit to him now ?~

: /

- Afide.

Cam. Great Fortunes have grown out of le® Grounds.
"~ Ful. What may her Father think of me, who ex-
pe@s to be folliciked this very Night? | [4fde.
\Cam. Thofe fcatter’d Pieces of Virtue, which are
in&him, the Court will folder together, varnifh, and
reify. T

?uz He will furely think I deal too flightly, or un-
mannerly, orfoolithly, indeed ; nay, dithoneftly; to
bear him in hand with my Father’s Confent, who yet
hath not been touch’d with fo much as a Requeft to
it. " [dfde.
+ Cam. Well, Sir, have you read it over?

Ful. Yes, Sir. .

Cam. And confider’d it?

Ful. As I can,

Cam. 1f you are courted by good Fortune, you muft

0. .
& Ful. So it pleafe You, Sir. o
_ o Cam,
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.Cam. By any Means, and to morrow: Is it not
the;e the Limit of his Requeft? .

Ful. Itis, Sir, _

Cam. 1 muft bethink me of fome Neccﬂ'ancs, with-
out which you might be unfurnith’d: And my Sup-
svlies thall at all Convenience follow You. Comé to
=y Clofcc by and by; I would there fpeak with You.

_[£xit Camillo.
Manet Julio folus.

Ful. 1 do not fee that Fervour in: the Maxd,
‘Which Youth and Love fthould kindle. She confents,
As ‘twere w feed without an Appetites '
Tells me, She is content; and plays the Coy onc,
Like Thofe that fubtly make their Words their Ward,
Keeping Addrefs ar Diftance. This AffeQion
Is fucha fengn d One, as will break untouchds
Dye frofty, e’er it ¢an be thaw’d; while mine,

Like to a Clime beneath Hyperion’s Eye,
Burns with onc conftant Heat. I'll firait. go to her 3
Pray her to regard my Honour: but She greets me.—

. Enter Leonora, and M3id.
Se¢, how her Beauty doth inrich the Place! N
O, add the Mufick of thy charming Tongue,

- Sweet as the Lark that wakens up the Morn,

And make me think it Paradife indeed, Fin

I was about to feck thee, Leonora, "

And chide thy Coldnefs, Love.
Leow. —————" What fays your Father 2~
Tl b thave not moy’d him yet.
Leon. Then do noty Fulio. :
Ful. Not move bim? Was it not your own Command,

That his Confent thould ratify ouy Loves? :
lemgcrhapa, it was; but now I've chang'd my

You purchafe at too dear a Rate, that puts You

To wooe me and your Father too: Befides,

As Hc, perchance, may fay,B you fhall not have mYe_ 3
ows -
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You, who are {o obedient, muft difcharge me -
Out of your Fancy : Then, you know, "twill provc
My Shame and Sorrow, meeting fuch Repulfe, *
To wear the Willow in my Prime of Youth. -
Ful. Oh! do not rack me with thefe ﬂl-placcd
Doubts; {
Nor think, tho® Age hasin my Father’s Breaft :
Put out Love's Flame," he therefore has not Eyes,
Or is in Judgment blind. You wrong your Beauties,
Venus will frown if you difprize her Gifts,
“That have a Face would make a frozen Hermit. -
Leap from his Cell, and burn his Beads to kif§ it
Eyes, that are nothmg but continual Births
Of new Defires in Thofe that view their Beams.
You cannot have a Caufe to doubt. .
Leon. Why, Fulio?
When you that dare not chufe without your Father,
And, where you love, you dare not vouch it ; muft not,
Though you have Eyes, fee with ’em3 — can I, thiok
you,
Somewhat, perhaps, infeted with gour Suir,
Sit down content to fay, You would, but daré not?¥
Jul. Urge not Sufpicions of what cannot be;
You deal unkindly ; mis-becomingly,
I'm loth to fay: For All that waits on you,
Is graced, and graces. No Impediment
Shall bar my Withes, but fuch grave Delays
As Reafon prefles Patience with 3 which blunt not,
But rather whet our Loves. Be patient, Sweet.
Leon Patient! What elfe > My Flames are in the: Flint.
Haply, to lofe a Husband I may weep; .
Never, to get Onc: When I cry for Bondage,
Let Freedom qmt me.
Sl ‘From what a Spirit comes This?
I now perceive top plain, you care not for me.
Duke} "1 obey thy Summons, be its Tenour
Whate’er it will: f War, I come thy Souldier ;"
Or xf to wafte my filken’ Hour; at Courr,
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'The Slave of Fathion, I with willing Soul
Embrace the lazy Banifhment for Life; .
Since Leonora has pronounc’d my. Doom.’

Leon. What do you mean? Why talk you of the
~ .. .Duke?
‘Wherefore of War, or Court, or Banifhment?

F4l. How this nf:w Note is grown of me, I know

not; . .

But the Duke writes for Me. Coming to move
My Father in our Bus’nefs, I did find himr
Reading this Letter ; whofe Contents require
My inftant Service, and Repair to Court.

Leon. Now I perceive the Birth of thefe Delays; -
Why Leonora was not worth your Suit.
Repair to Court? Ay, there you thali, perhaps,
(Rather, paft Doubt;) behold fome choicer Beauty,
Rich in her Charms, train’d to the Asts of Soothing,
Shall prompt you to a Spirit of Hardinefs,
‘To fay, So pleafe you, Father, I have chofen
‘This Miftrefs for my own.——

Ful. . Still you miftake me ;
Ever your Servant I profefs my felf; '
And will not blot me with a Change, for all
‘That Sea and Land inherit. ‘

Leon. But when go you?

Ful. To morrow, Love; fo runs the Puke’s Com-

mand ; D
Stinting our Farewell-kiffes, cutting off
. The Forms of Parting, and the Interchange
Of thoufand precious Vows, with Hafte too rude. -

Lovers have ";‘hings of Moment to debate,
More than aPrince, or dreaming Statefman, know:
Such Ceremonies wait on Capid’s Throne,
Why heav’d that Sigh? y

Leon. O Fulio, let me whifper .
What, but for Parting, 1 fhould blufb to te]l thee:
My Heart beats thick with Fears, left the gay Sceney
The Splendorg of a Court, fhould from thy Breaff
: : B4 Banilh
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Banifh my Image, kill my Int’reft in thee,

And I be lefr, the Scoff of Maids, to drop

A Widow’s Tear for-thy departed Faith. .
Ful. O let Affurance, ftrong as Words can bind,

, Tell thy pleas’d Soul, I will be wond’rous faithful 3

True, s the Sun is to his Race of ‘Lighi,

As Shade ta Darknefs, as Defire to Beauty: . . .

And when I fwerve, let Wretchednefs o’crtake me,

Great as ¢’er Falthood mer, or Change can merit.
Leon. Enough; I'm fatisfied: and will remaia

Yours, with a firm and untir’d Conttancy,

Make not your Abfence long: Old Men are wav’ring s

And fway'd by Int’reft more than Promife giv'n.

Should fome frefh Offer flart, when you’re away,

I may be pteft to Something, which muft put -

My Faith, or my Obecdience, to the Rack. ,

_Jul. Fear not, but { with fwifteft Wing of ‘Fime

Will labour my Return. “And in my Abfence,

My noble Friend, and now our honour'd Guett,

The Lord Henriquez, will in my behalf

Hang at your Father’s Ear, and- with kind Hints,

Pour’d from a friendly Tongue, fecure my Clgim;

And play the Laver for thy abent Falio.. =~ -
Leon. Is there no Inftance of a Friend wurn’d falfe?

Take Heed of That : No Love by Proxy, Fulio.

My Pather — : : .

" Enters Don Bernard.

D. Beyn. What, Yulio,in publick ? This Woocing is
too urgent. Is your Father yet moved in che Suit,
who muft be the prime Unfolder of this Bufinefs?

Ful. T have not yer, indeed, at full poffe(s’d
My Father, whom it is my_ Service follows;

_ But only that T have a Wife in Chafe.

D. Bern. Chafe! Let Chafe alone: Notg&at’-
ter for That. ———— You may halt after her, whom
you profefs to purfuc, and catch her tooy Muatry, n:;ofr

O v ' ynlels
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unlefs your Father let you flip. <—~<~— Briefly, I defire
ou, (for fhe tells me, my- Inftru&ions fhall be both
yes and Feet to hers) no farther to'infift in your Re-
quiring, ’till, as I have formerly faid, Camillo make
known to Me, that his good Liking goes along with
Us; which but once breath’d, all is done; ’till when,

the Bufinefs has no Life, and cannot find a Begin-

ning. L
j%d. Sir, I'will know his Mind, ¢’er I tafte Sleep:
At Morn, you fhall be learn’d in his Defire. =~ .

I take my Lieave.——— O virtuous Leonora,, .
Repofe, {weet as thy Beauties, feal thy Eyes;

Once more, adieu. I have thy Promife, Love; .
Remember, and be faithful. - -7 [Ex, Julio,
" D. Bern. His Father is as unfettled, as he is way-
ward, in his Difpefition. If I thought you'o% Fulio's
Temper were not mended by the . Metral of his Mo~
ther, I thould be fomething crazy.in giving my Cons
fent to this Match: And,-to tell you'true, if my Eyes
might be the Dire&ors to your Mind, I could in this
‘Town‘look ypon T'wenty Men of more délicate Chaiges
I fpeak not This altogether to unbend your Affeltions
to him: But the Meaning of what I fay is, that you
fet fuch Price upon yourfelf to him,as Many, and much
his Betrers, would buy you at ; (and reckon thofe Vi~
tues in you at the rate of their Scarcity;) to which if
he come not up, you remain for a better Marr. '

vice. L

D. Bern. *Tis well faid, and wilely. 1 fear, ‘yo'ut;

. Lover is a linde Folly-tainted5 which, thortly hfter ic

proves fo, you .will repent. B -

Leon. Sir, | confefs, T approve him of 3/l the Men

I kaow ;but that Approbation is nothing, ’till feafon’d
by 3our Confent,. - ' T

. Bern. We fhall hear foont what his Father. will

do, and fo proceed accordingly. I have no great Heare

to-the BufineG, neither will I with any Violence op-

-

Leos. My Obedieace, Sir, is chain’d‘ to your Ad~

. pofe
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pofe it: But-leave it to that Power which rulesinthefe
Conjunétions, and there’s an End. Come; hafte We
homeward, Girl. [Exeunt.

SCENE IIL
Enter Henriquez, and Servants with Lights.

Lienr, Bear the Lights clofe: ————Where is the
Mufick, Sirs? . : .
Serv. Coming, my Lord. ‘
Henr. Let em not come too near. This Maid,
For whom my Sighs ride on the Night’s chill Vapour,
Is born moft humbly, tho’ (he be as fair _
As Nature’s richet Mould and Skill can make her,
Mended with ftrong Imaginatjon. )
But what of That? Th’ Obfrurepefs of her Birth
Cannot eclipfe the Luftre of her Eyes, _ :
Which make her all One Light. ——— Strike up, my
Mafters; ' S
But touch the Strings with a religious Softnefs;
Teach Sound to languith thro’ the Night’s dull Ear,
*Till Melancholy ftart from her lazy Couch,
And Carelefsnefs grow Convert to Attention.
: ' UMufick plays.
She drives me into Wonder, when I fometimes
Hear her difcourfe; The Gourt, whereof Report,
" And Guefs alone inform her, the will rave ar,
As if the there fev’'n Reigns:had flander’d Time,
“Then, when fhe reafons on her Country State,
Health, Virtue, Plainnefs, and Simplicity,
On Beauties true in Title, {fcorning Art, ,
Freedom as well to do, as think, what’s good; -
My Heart grows fick of Birth and empty Rank,
And I become a Villager in With. )
Play on; ——— She fleeps.toq found: ~~— Be fiill,
and vanith R
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A Gleam of Day breaks fudden from her Window:
O Taper, graced by that midnight Hand !

' Violante appears above at ber Window.

Fiol. Who is’t, that wooes at this late Hour? What

are you? -

Henr. One, who for your dear Sake ———

Fiol.. Watches the ftarlefs Night!
My Lord Henrigaez, or my Ear deceives me.
You’ve had my Anfwer, and ’tis more than ftrange
You'll combat thefe Repulfes. Good my Lord,
Be Friend to your own Health 3 and give me Leave,
Securing my poor Fame, nothing to pity
What éangs you {wear you fuffer. ’Tis impoflible -
To plant your choice Affetions in my Shade, '
At leaft, for them to grow there. ’

Heny, ' : , Why, Vielante?

Viol. Alas! Sir, there are Reafons numberlefs
‘To bar your Aims. Be warn’d to Hours more wholefomy
For, Thefec you watch in vain.” I bave read Storices,
(I fear, too true ones;) how young Lords, like you,
Havef thus befung mean Windows, rhymed their Sufs

erings :
Ev’n to th’Abufe of Things Divine, fet up
Plain Girls, like me, .the Idols of their Worfhip,
Then left them to bewail their eafic Faith,
And ftand the World’s Contempt. o
" Hegr. — Your Memory,

‘Too faithful to the Wrongs of few loft Maids,
Makes Fear too general. . :

Viol. ————————Let us be homely,
And let us too be chaft, doing you Lor({s no Wrong;
But crediting your Oaths with fuch a Spirit, ‘
As you profefs them: fo no Party trufte
Shall make a lofing Bargain. Home, my Losd,
What you can fay, is moft unfegfonable; what fing,
Moft abfonant and harth: Nay, %ur Perfume, ‘
Which I fmell hither, cheers not'my Senfc
Like qur Ficld-violet’s Breath, o

piaed il e s s _ Henr.
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P Heny, meiice e st Why, this Difmiffion
Does more invite my Staying. : .
Viol. Men of your T'emper

Make ev’ry Thing their Bramble. But I wrong

That which I am preferving, my Maid’s Name,

To hold fo leng Difcourfe. Your Virtues guide you

T’cffe® fome nobler Purpofe! [Ex. Violante.
FHenr. Stay, bright Maid !

Come back, and leave me with a fairer Hope.

She’s gone : —— Who am I, that am thus contemn’d?

Thcfflelcm;d Son to a Prince ? "Yes; well; W hat
- then :

‘Why, your great Birth forbids you to defcend

'To a low Alkance: —— Her’s is the felf-fame Stuff,

Whereof we Dukes are made; but Clay more pure!

And take away my Title, which is acquir’d |

Not by my felf, but thrown by Fortun¢ on Me, .

Or by the Merit of fome Anceftour .

Of fingular Quality, She doth inherit

Deferts t’outweigh me. — I muft ftoop to gain her;

Throw all my gay Comparifons. afide,

And turn my proud Additions out of Service,

Rather than keep them to become my Mafters,

The Dignities we wear, are Gifis of Pride;,
And laugh’d at by the Wife, as meer Quifide. |
- - - EExitv

End of the Fuff AF.

ACT
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ACT 1. SCENE L
S C E N E, The Profpest of a Village,

Enter Fabian and Lopez ; Henriquez on the Oppofite Side.

Lop. SOFT, foft you, Neighbour; who com
here? Pray you, flink afide. - - :

Henr. Ha! Is it come to this? Oh the Devil, the -
Devil, the Devil! oo

Fab. Lo you now! for Want of the difcreer Ladle’
of a cool 6ndcrﬁanding, will this Fellow's Brains
boil over. . .

Henr. To have enjoy’d her, I would have given ——

What? . - ' -
All that at prefent T could boaft my own,
And the Reverfion of the World to boot,
Had the Inheritance been mine : —— And now,
(Juft Doom of guilty Joys!) I grieve as much
That I have rifled all the Stores of Beauty, -
‘Thofe Charms of Innocence and artlefs Lovoy
As juft before I was devour’d with Sorrow,
That fhe refus’d my Vows, arid fhut the Door
Upon my ardent: Longings.

Lop. Love! Love!——Downright Love! I fee by
the Foolithnefs of it. .

Henr. Now then to Recolle&tion =—— Was’t not fo?
A Promife firft of Marriage Not a Promife only,
for 'twas bound with Surety of a thoufand Oaths; —
and thofe not light ones neither. —— Yet I remember
too, thofe Oaths could not prevail; th’ unprais’d

| Maid trembled to meet my Love: By Force alone ¥

i ‘ fnatch’d
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fnatch’d th’ imperfe& Joy, which now torments my
Memory. Not Love, but brutal Violence prevail’d;
to which the Time, and Place, and Opportunity,
were Acceflaries moft difhonourable. Shame, Shame
" upon it!

Fab. What a Heap of Stuff’s this—1I fancy, this
l':ellow’s Head would make a goed Pedlar’s Pack, Neigh-

our. ' :

Henr. Hold, let me be-fevere to my Self, but not
unjuft. —— Was it a Rape then? No. Her Shricks,
her Exclamations then had drove me from her. True,
the did not confent; as true, the did refift; but ftill
in Silence all. *T'was but the Coynefs of 2 mo-
deft- Bride, not the Refentment of a ravitht Maid.
And is the Man yet born, who would not rifque the
Guilt, to meet the Joy? The Guile! that’s true
——but then the Danger; the Tears, the Clamoars of
the ruin’d Maid, purfuing me to Court. That, that,
1 fear will (as it already does my Confcience) fome-
thing fhatter my Honour. What’s to be'donec ? But
now I have no Choice. Fair Leonora reignstconfeft the
Tyrant Queen of my revolted Heart, and Fioksnte
feems a thort Ufurper there. —— Fulio’s already by my
Arts remov’d. Q Friendfhip, how wilt thou an-
fwer That? Obh, that 2 Man could reafon down this
Feaver of the Blood, or footh with Words the Tu-
mult in his Heart! Then, Fulio, I might be, indeed,
thy Friend. They, they only fhould condemn me, who
born devoid of Paffion ne’er have prov’d the fierce
Difputes "twixt Virtue and Defire. While they, who
have, like me, - -

The loofe Efcapes of youthful Nature known.

¢ Muft wink at mine, indulgent to their own.
' ' [Exit Henriquez
. Lgp. This Man is certainly mad, and may be mif-
chievous. Pr’ythee, Neighbour, let’s follow him;
but at fome Diftance, for fear of the worf.

: ‘ [Exeant, after EHenr.
‘ : SCENE

3
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SCENE IL Ar Apartmens,

Enters Violante alone.

Viol. Whom fhall I look spon without a Blufh?
T'here’s not 2 Maid, whofe Eye with Virgin Gaze
Pierces not to my Guilt. What will’t avail me,
To fay 1 was not willin%;

Nothing; but that I publith my Difhonour,

- And wound my Fame anew. ——O Mifery,
To feem to all one’s Neighbours rich, yet know
One’sSelf neceffitous and wretched.

- Enter Maid, and afterwards Gerald with a Letter. =

Maid. Madam, here’s Gerald, Lord Henriguez® Ser=
‘vant ; ' ’
He brings a. Letter to you.
Viol. A Letter to me! How I tremble now !
Your Lord’s for Court, good Gerald, is ke not?
Ger. Not fo, Lady. . ‘ '
Viol, O my prefaging Heart! When goes he then?
Ger. His Bufinefs now fteers him fome other Courfe. -
. ¥iol. Whither, I pray you? — How my Fears t6r-

ment me !
Ger. Some two Months Progrefs.
Viol. Whither, whither, Sir,

1 do befeech you? Good Heav’ns, I lofe all Patience.
Did be deliberate this? or was the Bufinefs. '
But then conceiv’d, when it was born? :
Ger. Lady, Lknow not ‘That; nor is it in the Com-
mand I bave to wait your Anfwer. For the pefufing
the Letter I commend you to your Leifure.
- C . + [Exit Gerald.
. __Viol. To Hearts like mine Sufpence is Mifery. -
Wax, render up thy Truft: Be the Contents
Profp’rous, or fatal, they are all my Due.
o , Reads.]

:
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Reads.] Osr Prudence fhould now teach us 10 forget,
what our Indifcretion bhas committed. [
bave already made one Step townards this
Wifdom, by prevailing on Myfelf to bid yon.

' © Fatewell,

O, Wretched and betray’d! Loft Piolante /
 Heart-wounded with a thoufand perjurd Vows, = * .,

Poifon’d with ftudied Language, and bequeath’d

To Defperation. I am now become

"The Tomb of my own Honour: a dark Manflon,

For Death alone to dwell in. 1 invite thee,

Confuming Defolation, to this Temple, .

Now fit to be thy Spoil : the ruin’d Fabrick, =

Which cannot be tépair’d, at oncé o’er-throw.

‘What muft 1 do? But That’s nat worth my

Thought: '

Y will commend to Hazard all the Time - . ..~

That I fhall fpend hereafter: Farewel, my Father,,

“Whom I'll no more offend: and Men, adieu,

‘Whom I'll no more believe: and Maids, adieu,

Whom I'll no longer fhame. The Way 1 go,

As yet'T know not, — Sorrow be my uigg.

) ' [ Exit Vialante.

SCENE M. Profpeitof ‘atthlaga,‘ before
Don Bernard’s Houfe.. :

o e

* Enters Herriquez.

Henr. Where, were the Eyes, the Voice, the ya.
rious Charms, ) '

* Fach beautcous Particle, each namelefs Gface,
Parents of glowing Love? All Thefe in Her, °
It feems, ‘were not : but a Difeafe in Me) <
. 'That fancicd*Graces in her.—— Who ne’er beheld.
More than a Hawthorne, fhall have Caufeto fay" = .
The Cedar’s a tall Tree; and fcorn the Shade, * -

- s -

~
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Thelov’d Bufl émee had keat im. Soft! mine Hos
nour L
Begins to ficken in this black Reflection.
How can it'be, thit with my Horour fafe .~
I thould putfue L¥onors for my Wife ? A
That were¢ accumulating Injuries, -
To Vivhaste firfh, atid now to Jali; ‘
"To her ¢ perjur'd Wreteh, to him perfidious;
And'to myfelf in ftrongeft Terms accus’d .
Of murth’ring Honour wilfally, without which™ -
My Dog’s the Greature of the nobler Kind, »—— -
But Pleafure is too ftrong for Reafon’s Curby . 7,
And Confcience fink$ o'er-power'd with ‘Beduty’s
Sweets. ' .
Corttie, Ltonors, Authrefs of my Ctime, - -
Apfea_r-, and vindicate thy Empire here;
Aid mé to drive this ling’ring Honour héricg,
And I am Wholly thide. = .

. ERer 10 bims, Don chard and Lcdnéra. ' '

D. Bern. Fye, my good Lord; why would you wait
withoat? . L
If you fiifpé& your Welcomre, I have brought -~
My Leonora to aflute you-of it. - [Hent. falutes Léon.
Honr. O Kifs, fweet as the Odours of the Spring,
But cold as Dews that dwell on Moming,ﬂdw:ii., -7
Say, Leomora, has your Father conquerd? -
8hall Dty then af 14t obrain the Prize, .~ .
Which you refus’d to Love? And fhall Aedriguez’
Owe all his Ha!pinefc to good Bernards? ..
Ah! noy I read my Ruin in your Eyes: o
That Sorrow, leuder than a thoufan To‘xggcs,
Pronounces my Defpair. ' N o
R 21 T — Conte, Leontora, -
You are not now to learn, this noble¢ Lord,’
(Whom bt to name, reftores my failing Age,)
Has with a Lover's Eye bc%eld your Beauty;

>

Thro”
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Thro’ which his Heart fpeaks more than Languagé
. can; ‘ : :
It offers Joy aad Happinefs to You, = .
And Honour to our Heufe. Imagige then - ...
The Birth dnd Qualities of him that loves yous
Which when you know, you cannot rate too dear.
Leon. My Father, on my Knees I do befeech yau
T'o paufe one Moment on your Daughter’s Ruin.
I vow, my Heart ev’n bleeds, that I muft thank you
For your paft Tendernefs; and yet diftruft e
‘That which is yet behind. Confider, Sir,
‘W hoe'er’s th® Occafion of another’s Faulr,
Cannot himfelf be innocent.. O, :give not
T'be cenfuring World Occafion to reproach ,
Your harth Commands; or to my Charge lay Thas '
Which moft I fear, the Fault of Difobedience, .
. D. Bern. Pr'ythee, fear neither the One, nor the O-
ther: 1 tell thee, Girl, there’s more Fear than :Dasa-
ger. For my own part, as foon as Thou art married
to this noble Lord, my Fears will be over. - |
Leon. Sir, I thauld be the vaineft of my Sex,
Not to efteem myfelf unworthy far .. . R
Of this high Honour. Once there was a Time, -
‘When to have heard my Lord Hemriguez’ Vows, "1
Miﬁht_ have fubdued my unexperienc’d Heart, :
And made me wholly his. —— But That’s now paft:
And my firm-plighted Faith by your Confent
Wis long fince given to the injus’d Fulio, <
D. Bern, Why thgn, by my. Confene e’en take it.

back again. Thou, like a fimple Wench, haft given thy
AffeStions to a Fellow, that does not. care a Farthing
for them. Onpe, thar bas left .thee for 2 Jaunt to
Court; as who fhould fay, I'll get a.Place now;  tig
Time enough to marry, when ’'m turn’d out of it.., ;
Henr. So, furely, it{hould feem, moft lovely Maid 5
Tnlie, alas, feels nothing of my Paffion: . . ..
His Loye is but th’ Amufement. of .anHour, , - .
A fhort Relicf from Bufinefs, or Ambition, - A ¢
St . ¢
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The Sport of Youth, and Fafhion of the Age. .
(o) !dhad he known the Hopes, the Doubts; the Ar< -
ours, . - -
Or half the fond Varieties of Paffion, .
That play the Tyrant with my tortur’d Soul;
He had niot left Thee to purfue his Fortune: -
To praftife Cringes in a flavifh Circle,
And barter real Blifs for unfure Honour.
Leon. Ob, the oppofing Wind,
Should’ring the Tide, makes here a fearful Billow :
I needs muft perith in it. Oh, my Lord, '
Is it then poffible, you can forget .
‘What’s due to your great Name, and princely Birth;
To Friendfhip’s holy Law,' to Faith répos’d, '
To Truth, to Honour, and poor injurd Fulio? L
O think, my Lord, how much this F#/o loves yousy
Recall ‘his Services, his well-try’d Faith;
Think too; this very Hour, where-¢’er he be,’
Your Favour is the Envy of the Court; - -
And fecret Triumph of his grateful Heart. - :
Poor Fulio, how fecurely thou depend'ft R
Upon the Faith and Honour of thy Mafter; -
Miftaken Youth! this very Hour he robs thee
‘Of all shy Heart holds dear.— ’T'is fo Henriqguéz
Repays the Merits of unhappy Fulio. [Peeps.
Henr. My flumb'ring Honour catches the Alarm. )
1 was to blame to pariey with her thus: o
Sh’as fhown me to myfelf. It troubles me. ° [4fide.\
D. Berw. Mad; Mad. Stark mad, by this Light. .
Leon. 1 bur begin to be fo. — I conjure you,
By all the tender Interefts of Nature; ‘
By the chafte Love "twixt you, and my dear-Mother;
(O boly Heav’n, that the were living now!) .
Forgive-and pity me.— Oh, Sir, remember, -
I’'ve  heard my Mother fay a thoufand Times, .
‘Her Father would have forced her Virgin Choice; -
But 'when the Confli€t was *twixt Love and Duty,
‘Which fhould be firft obcyg, my Mother q,uick!)i> a
‘ I ai

/
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Paid up her Vows to Love, and married You, -~
You thought this well, and the was praiftd for 'This;
For this her Name was honour’d, Difobedience .
‘Was ne’er imputed to kery, her firm  Love
Conquer'd whate’er oppes’d it, and the profper’d
Long Time your Wife. My Cale is now the fames
You are the Father, which You thea condemn’d; -
1, what my Mother was; but not fo happy.——
- D. Bern. Go to, you're'a Fool. Ne doubty, You
have old-Storjes enough to undo you.—~ Wlhat, yot
can’t throw yourfelf away but by Precedent, - ha ?—
You will needs be married to One, that will Nane of
You?- You will be happy no Body’s way but you
own, forfoath.—— But, d’yc mark me, fpare  yout
Tongue for the futures (and That’s ufing you hardly
too, to bid you fpare what you have a great ded-too
nmuch of:) Go, go your ways, and d’yc-hear; got
ready within thefe Two days to be married to & Huf
band you don’t deferve; — Do it, ory by my deadFz
ther’s Soul, you are no Acquaintance of mine.-
Henr. She weeps: Be gentler to her, good -Bermards,
Leon. Then Woe the Day.—— I'm citcled round
with Fires T :
No Way for my Efcape, but thro’ the Flames,
Qb; can1 e'er refolve to live withoat - - - -
A Father’s Blefling, ot abandon Fwl?
With other Maids, the Choice were- not g hard -
Inrreft; that sules the World, has made at lafk:
A Merchandize of  Hearts : and Virgins iow: .. .
‘Chufe as they’re bid, and wed witheut Efteqms
By nobler Springs fhalt my Affetions moves:: -
Nor own a Mafter, but the Man I lovs, - .
, - [ Bz Libotiors
D. Bern. Go thy ways, Coatradi&ion. = Follov
her, my Losd ; follow her, -in the ve¢ry Heat. Thi
Obfltinacy muft be combated by Impostunity a¢ obili
natc. [E~it Henriquez after ber
- .. Th

1
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The Girl fys right} her Mothar was juft fuch A-
nother. 1 remember, Two of Us courted her at the
fame Time. 8he lov'd neither of Us, but She chofe
me purely to fpight that furly Old Blockhead my Fa+
ther-in-Law. ‘5-110 comes here, Camillo ? Now the
refufing Part will lic on my Side.—— . .

o -Enters Oamillé.

‘Cam. My wotthy Noighbour, T am much in Fors
tune’s Favour te- ind You thus alene. I have a Suit
to You. ' . :

D. Bern. Pleafe to name it, Sir. ,

Cam,. Sir, I have long held You in fingular Efteem :
and what 1 {hall now fay, will be a Proof of it. You
know, Sir, I have but one Son. T
.. D, Bern, Ay, 8ir. :

. Cam. Anud the Fortune I am bléft withal, You pret-
ty well know what it is. ‘ ‘
." Ds-Bewn. *Tis-a faic One, Sir..

Cam. Such as it is, the whole Reverfion is my Son’s.
He. is now engaged in his Attendance:on our Matter,
the Duke.  But e’er he went, he left, with me the
Secret of his Heart, ‘his Love for your fair Daughter.
For your Conlent,: he faid, 'twas ready: I took 2
Night, indeed,’ tothink uponit, and now have brought

ou iine; and 4m come to bind the Conmra& with

alf my Fortane in' prefent, -the Whole fome time
hence, and, in the mean while, my hearty Blefling.
Ha? What {ay You td’t, Don Bernard? - -

D, Bern. Why, really, Neighbour,—~ I muft own, I
have heard Something of this Matter.— -

Cam. Heard Something of it? No doubt, you have,

D. Bern. Yes, now 1 recollett it well.

Cam. Was it {o long ago then? - :

D. Bern. Veéry long ago, Neighbour.~—— On Fuef-

dg;p lgﬁ, . . . ) o
- C 3

Ga’ﬂ’.'
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Cam. What, am’ I mock’d in this Bufinefs, Dos

Bernard ? '

D. Bern: Not mock’d, good Camillo; not mock’d:
But in Love-matters, you know, there are Abundance
of Changes in half an Hour. Time, Time, Neigh-
bour, plays Tricks with all of us. | .

Cam. Time, Sir! What tell you me of Time?
Come, 1 fce how this goes. Cin a little Time take
a Man by the Shoulder, and fhake off his Honour!?
Let me tell you, Neighbour, ‘it muft cither bea ftrong
Wind, or a very mellow Hounefty chat drops fo eafily.
Time, quoth’a?

D. Bern. Look’ee, Camillo; will you pleafe to put your!
Indignation in your Pocket for half a Moment, while
1 tell you the wholeTruth of the Matter. My Daugh-
ter, you muft know, - is fuch a tender Soul, fhe can-
not poflibly fee a Duke’s younger San without falling
defperately in' Love with him. Now, ‘you know,
Neighbour, when Greatnefs rides Poft after a Man
of my Years, ’tis both ‘Prudence, and good Breeding,
to let one’s felf be overtaken by it. And who ean
l’;clp all This? I profefs, it was not my fecking, Neigh-

our. . . ,
. Cam. I profefs, a Fox might earth in the Hollow-
nels of your Heart, Ncighboury and there’s an End.
" If I were to give a bad Confcience its true Likenefs,
it fhould be drawn after a very near Neighbour to 2
gcertain poor Neighbour of yours. —— Neighbour !
with a Pox.

D. Bern. Nay, you are fo nimble with me, you
will hear Notbing. . o

Cam. Sir, if I muft fpeak Nothing, 1 will hear Nothing.
*As for what you have tofay, ifit comes from your Hearr,
. ’tis a Lye before you fpeak it.— I'll to Leonora; and if
I find ber in the fame Story, why, I fhall believe your
Wife was rrue to 'You, and your Daughter is your
pwn. Fare youwell. [Exit, as into D: chgr%g Houfe.

: c . : . Bern,

~

)
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D. Berm. Ay, but two Words ,mult go to that Bar-
gain. -It happens, that I am at prefent: of Opinion
my Daughter fhall receive no.more Company to day
at lcaﬁ oo fuch Vifits as yours.

: [Ex;t b. Bemard Sollowing bim

ScC E NE- IV Changes. to' another Profpect
of Don BErnard.r Houﬁ’.

Soa L Leomra, above.

" Leoy. How tedioufly I’ve waited: & the Wmdow, :
Yet know not One that paffes..— Should I' truft -
My Letter to a Stranger, -whom I think’ Do
To bear an honeft Face, (in which fometimes = =~ -
We fanc we are wond’rous skilful;) then -

" T might be much.deceiv’d. This late: Example'
Kgﬁ: Henriquez, bleeding in ‘me ngw,
P&m each good Afpeé takes away my Truft: - -
Fo¢.bis Face feem'd to .promife. Truth and Honour..
Sitdce Nature’s Gifts in nobleft Forms deceive,

Be happy You, that want ’em! — Here comes One; '

I’ve feen him, tho’ I know him not; He has
An honeft Face too— that’s no Matter,—— Siry w=—

Enters Citizen.

Citiz. To me?

Leon. As You were of a virtwous Matron born,
(There is no Doubt, you are:) I do conjure you
Grant me one Boon. Say, do ‘you know me, Sir?

Citix. Ay, Leonora, and your worthy Father.

Leon. 1 have net Time to prefs the” Suit 1I've to you
With many Words; nay, I fhould want the Words,
Tho’ I had Leifure: but for Love of Juftice,

And as you pity Mifery——But I wander
VWide-from my Subjeét. CKnow you Fwlio, Sir?

4 . Citiz.

e ¢ ot g o .
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Citiz. Yes, very well ; aud love him too, as well.
Leon Qh, there an Angel fpake! Then 1 conjutc

Gonvcy tius Paper to h;m and bel;qn mq.-
You do Heav’n Service in’t, ‘and fhall havc o atfe
Not to repent your Pains. I know not what
Your Fortune is; Pardon me, gqntb Slr, :
That I.am bold to offer This. :
(Tbrows down.a Parfe with Money.
D. Bern. within.)| Leonora.
Leon. 1 truft to you; Heav’n put it in your Heast
To work me fome Relief.
Citiz. Poubt it not, Lady:. You have mov’d me fo,
"That tho’ a thoufand Dangers barr’d my way,

1'd dare ’em all to. ferve you. [Exis Citizom.
Leon. '.I‘ha.nks from a richer Hand. :ban mine reqmte
ou!

. D Rera. within.], Why, Dangbtcrm i
Leon. 1 come: ~—Oh, Fulio, feal but lnlfmy Gﬂtf ,
And Thou ml; I;u;ﬂy Time to bring Relief. = .
[E.w Lconora from the: W"mdow. ]

End of ;be Secotzd A&'
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ACT III." SCENE TI."'-,
5 c E N E, The ?ro,@eﬁ of a Village.
Enur Juho with a Letter, md szw

Citiz. HEIg f:ﬁn the Wmdow Iht dad tmv
and cail, ;

Her Paffions fhook her Voice; nnd fmm hcr
Miftemper and Diftra&ion, with imege WM
Befpoke GConcern abBve gcomaton Sqgrow. -

F«l. Paor Eesmora! n'd Hm'qm'
Shc bids me fill my Me ry with¥er Danger; .
1 do, my Leonora; yes, I fill -
. The Region of my Thought with nothing elfe;
Lower, fhe tells me here, thst this Affir -
Shall yield 3 Teftimony of her Love:
And prays, her Letter may come fafe and fadden.
‘This Pray’r the Heav’ns have hegrd, and I befsech "em,
To hear all Pray rs fhe makes.

Citig. v i~ Hdve Pitience, Sir.

Ful. O my good Fri methloﬁs,l too patient.
Is there a Treachery, like This in Bafe )
Recarded any where? It'u the ‘deepeit:
None but Itielf can be its Parsljel ; :
And from a Friend, pmfcfs’d' Friendfhip ?

W hy, ’tis o
A Word for ever mmm’d 3-in humaa Nature
It was a'Thing the noblelt ; qnd *mong Beafts;
It ftood not in mean Place; Thmgs of fierce Nature
Hold
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Hold Amity and Concordance. — Such 2 Villany
A Writer could not put down in his Scene,
Without Taxation of his Auditory

For Fition moft enormous.

Citiz. Thefe Upbraidings
Cool Txmc, whxlc they are vented.
Ful. —t—m i I auy counfel'd. -

For you, evermore, Thatks: Yowve-donemuch forUs;

So gently preis’d to 'ty that I may pcri'wadc me

You’ll.do a little maore. ; ,
Citiz. Put me t’Employmcnt o

That’s honeft, tho’ not fafe, with my beft Spirits

T’ll give’t: Accomplx!hmcnt
Ful. No more but This;

For I.muft fec Leonora: And to appear

Like Fulio, as 1 am, might baply fpoil

Some good Event enfuing. Let me crave .

Th’ Exchange of Habit with yo : fome Difguife,
May bear Me my ‘Love rk d, and fecret.
Citiz. You 3.0: w:n*’ onder’s the Houfc be-

fore us:

Make Hafte to reach it.
Ful. Still I thank you, er. .

O Leonora! ftand buc this rude Shock ;

Hold out thy Faith againit the dread Affault

Of this bafe Lord, the Service of my Life

Shall be devoted io repay thy Conftancy. * [Eweunt.

SCENE IL -Don Bernard’s Hmjé. :

 Enters Lconora

-

Leon. I’vc hopcd toth’ latcﬂ: Minute Hope can give :
’He will not come: H’as not receiv’d my Lerter:
"May be; fome other Viiew-has from our Homs,
Repeal’d his chang’d Eye: for what Bufinefs can -
Excufe a*Tardincls thus willfall? None.

Well then, it is not Buﬁncl" Oh! that Let-
ter 5w e e .

I fay, is not deliver’d; or Hc s f ck;

Or,
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Or; O Suggeftion, wherefore wilt Thou fright me? ;
Sulio does to. Henriguez on meer Purpofe, :
On ploited Purpafe, yield me.up; and He - - .
Hath chofe another Miftrefs. All Prefumptions
Make pow’rful to'this Point: His own Protra&ion,
Henriguez left behind ; —— That Strain lack’d Jese

loufic,
, Ther:forc" fack’d Love. _ So fure as Lifc lkall
cmpty

It felf'i ug Death, this péw Sarmife of mine

, Is a bold Ccrtamty *Tis Klam, and obvious,
uez would not, durit not, thus infeinge ..
’ml{aw of Friendfhip; thus provoke a Man,
That bears a Sword, and. wears his Flag of Youth
As freth as He: He durft not: *Tis Contrivance, -

Grofs-dawbing ‘twixt thcm Both. «——But I’m o'ers
hcard : _' [Go:ﬁg,

lxo, di
as this rd Vc:l
owlcdg

. Fukior .
ence ends the ftern’ chate of Doubt

An s'me of a thoufand heartfick Fears,

Sp m thy Abfence: yet awakes,a Train

Of other ing Terrors. .Do you weep?.

Ful. No, oners; when I.weep, itmuft be

The Subftance; of mine Eyé. *Would I could weep;

For thed mine Eye would drop upon Heart,
And {wage the Fire. there. * :

, _'}ul Stny, Leo
_ Qulte loﬁ: me to t

“Raeon. —3— You are efs’d
How things go here. Firft, welcof®heartily ;
Welcome to th’Ending of my Iaft good Hour: -
Now §ummer Blifs and gawdy Days are gone, -
My Leafe in’em ’s expir'd. R

Ful, — Not fo, Leonora.

Leon. Yes, Fulio, yes; an cvcrlaﬁmg Storm
Is come upon me, which I can’t bgar our. -

I cannot ftay much Talk; we have loft Leifure;;

And




»

e

. Thefe are the
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And thus it ig: Your Abfence hath giv’'n Breeding

To what my Letter hath declard, and is.

'This Inftant on th’effeéting, Hark! the Mufick -

: ' [Flourifh swithin,

Isnaw on tuning, which muft celebrate . . -

This Bus’ne(s fo difcordant, ——Tell me theny - -

‘W hat you will do. : ™oL
Ful. ~rrr—evrr—1know not what: . Advife me:.. =

T'li kill the Traytor.
Leon. ’ O! take Heed: his Death”
Betters opr Caufe no whit. No killing, Fuiis.

Fui. My~Blood ftands ftill; and all my Faculties

~'Are by Enchantment dull’d.” You gracious Pow’rs, '

The Guardians of fworn Faith, and {uff'ring Vircue,
Infpire Prevention of this dreaded Mifchief! «+ .-
This Moment-is eur own; Let’s.ufe it, Love, =~ -
And fly o’th’ Inftant from this Houfe of Woe. - -
Leon. Alas! Ppaflible: M bare watch’d ;@
There’s no Efca Me. - ftay too.’
Ful. Whag !, feeth frommy Arms@ :
I'll force thy Pa Wear a Sword? . .
Nc’er on ‘Man's Thigh rede: beteer. K 1 fulfe
The Trgytor play his Part; if Lnot des - .. .
Manhood and Juftice, Honour; let me be d .
A tame, pale, Coward, whom the Night-O :
May turn to Afpen-leat: Some Man takg This, ;- - /
Give Me a Diftaff for it. ‘ R
Less. ——rr——r Patience, Fulio; .

And truft ta Mg : I have fore-thought the Means
'To difappoin Nuptials, ~—— Hark ! qgainy
- [Mbfick witkin.
kaoll for Us. — Se¢e, the Lights
Move this Way, Falis. Quick, behind yon Arras,
And take thy fecret Stand. — Difpute it nots
1 have my Reafons, you anon thall know them: —
There you may mark the Paffages of the Night.
Yer, more: — I charge youby the dearcft T'yes,
What-¢’er you fee, or hear, what-c’er fhall hap,

In
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In your Concealment reft a filent Statue.

Nay, hide thee frait, —or, —fee, I'm arm’d, aad
vow o [Shews.a Dagger.

To fall a bleeding Sactrifice before Thee.

[Tbrufts bim outyto the Arras:

I dare not tell thee of my Purpofe, Fulio,
Left it {fhould wyap thee in fuch Agonies,
Which my meg%ud not look en. .

—_— =

SCENE dpens 20 a large Hull : An Alsar. pre-
. pared with Tapers.  Emter at one Door Ser-
vants with Lights, Hentiquez, Don Bernard,

" and Charchman. .. Av another, Artendants 5o

.. Leonora. oflenriquez runs t0 ber, '

Henr, N Thouuwifh this Gloom
Da‘-kﬂ.lm D ntent, N
And wan g heek .

‘ - n’d® Behold your Slave

rown not; “for each Hour of rowir')g Time. 7
k me to thy Service, ’till by Merit® =
it Love I'blot the low-born Fui®"

~ FromYHY fair-Miad. '

. w o
Leon, ~So I fhall make it foul;
This Counfel is corrupt. e
Henr. — ———Come, you will chinge. ~—

Lo, "Why would you make a Wik of fuch a One,
That is fo'gpt to'change? This £ ceeding”

Stil fpeaks agamft itfelf, and vili
The ggfe& of your Judgment. —
ake” e \
1 will not dart my hoarded Curfes-at you, =~ -
Nor give my Meanings Language: For the Love
Of all good Things together, yet take heed; = -
And fpurn the Tempter back. =~ =~ -
D. Bern-1 think, yow're mad, ———— Perverfe, and
= - foolih, Wtetch! o

Leon,

or your Birth’s
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Leon. How may I be obedient, and wife too ?
Of mry Obedience, Sir, I cammot ftrip me;
Nor can I then be wife: Grace againft Grace!
Ungracious, if I not obey a Father; S
Moft perjurd, if T do. Yet, Lord, confider,
Or ¢’cr too late, or.¢’er that Knot be ty’d, '
‘Which may with Violence damnable be -broken,
No other way diffever'd: Yet confider, . .
You wed my Body, not my Heart, my Lord;
No Part of my Affe&ion. Sounds it well,
‘That-Fulio’s Love is Lord Henriquez® Wife ;
Have you an Ear for this harfh Sound ? S
Henr. No Shot of Reafon can come near the Place,

‘Where my Love’s fortified. The Day fhall come,
‘Wherein you'll chide this Backwardng, and blefs:
Our Fervourr ig this Courfe. . o
Leon. - , Henviquez,
‘When you thall hat P u are prov'dy © -
You'll prophefic ore. S
- D. Bern. Have done this Talking, =
If you wil} cleave to your Obedience, do’c; “
If not, unfolt the Portal, and be gone
My Blefling ftay behind you. ‘ g £
Leon. ——8— — Sir, your Pardon:
T will not fwerve a Hair’s Breadth from my Duty §
It fhall firft coft me dear. - .
“D. Bern, —— Well then, to th’ Point:
Give me you . —— My honour'd Lord, rey
ceive ' ’ . v
My Daughte e, —— (nay, no dragging bacR,
But with my Curfes;) whom I franl%l% g?v,e,you,v
And with you Joy and Honoyr. S

[ 45 Don Bernard goes to give Leonora #o Henriqiezy
‘Julio advances from the Arras; and fieps betwieen.

ul. — — Hold, Don Bernard, *
Minc is the elder Claim. , e .
D. Bern. w—ie—s What are you, Sir2 -

' N 2

Q
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Sul. A Wreich, thar’s almoft loft to his own Know-

ledge,
Struck thro’ with Injuties. ——— ° I
 Henr. —— Ha! Fulio ? = Hear you,
Were you ot fent on our Commands to Court?
Orderd to wait your fair Difmiffion thence? .
And héve you dared, knowing you are our Vaffal,
To fieal away unpriviledg’d, and leave -
My Bufinefs and your Duty unaccomplith’d ?
Jul: Ungen’rous Lord! The Circumftance of Things
Should ftop the Tongue of Queftion. —— You'have
wrong’d me; - - = S
Wrong’d me fo bafely, in fo dear a Point,

As ftains the Cheek of Honour with a Bluth; i

Cancells the Bonds of Service; bids Allegiance -
Threw to the Wind gllbich Refpe&s of Birthy: * ! °

Title, and Eminenc i their y - ERN
ith ju ance.
s or Juftiq ordy, - . -

Fills. up the panting

If you have Senfe of

Forego this bad Intent’; or with your Sword

Anfwer gge like'a Man, and:I fhall thank youi

Julio on®ggdead, Lednora may be thine; S

But, living, She’s a Prize too rich to part with.
Henr, Vain Man! the prefent Hour is fraught- with

‘Bufinels ¢ '

Of richer Moment. Love fhall firft be ferv'd:

Then, if your Courage hold. to claim it of me,. . <

I may have Leifure to chaftife this Bold‘:

Jul. Nay, then I'll feize my Righr, - . ”
Henr, What, here, a Bfawl?
My Servants, — Turn this boift’rous Sworder forth ;
And fee he come not to difturb our Joys. . .
J«. Hold, Dogs! Ltonora, — Coward, bafe,
Henriquez! : SR
[Jalio is feiz’d, and drag'd oat by the Servants.
Henr. She dies upon Me; help!
[Lieonora fwoons 3 as they endeavour to wecover ber,

& Paper dreps from ber, D Be
‘ . Ber,

3
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- D. Bern: —vs Thtong aot sbout hery - -
But give her Air. Do
Henr. ——W hat Paper’s That?"let’s g i it.« Pl
Ic:is her dwnHand-‘Wntmg o ey
D. Bern. - Bow her Head :
*Tis but her anhn 3 fhe will -recaver foon,
W hat Tegth you by that Paper, good my Lord?
Henr. That fhe would do the Violence te horﬁslf,
Which Narure hath anticipated on her... . - -
Whax Dagger means fhe? ‘Search her welly I .f!.tny

you.
'D. Bern. Hcrc is the Daggcr «-.-....Ob, pbgyﬂub.
" born Sejs- - i
-Raﬂ1 ev’p to Madneﬁs .
Heﬁn bA . Bear her %0 her Chamhr
Life § in her again. ——F
And tc%‘; her, 9u w

Don Bermrd, wild Td oon will .ceafej

The Caufe remov’d; and all return to: Calmndﬁ.

Paffions ip Women are as thort in Workmg;

As ftrong in'their Effe&. Let the Priet

Come, gn wein: My Soul is all on Firey -

Aqd-,bums m:paqcn; of this forc’d Delay. = =
[E'xeum' and tbe Scmoﬂoﬁs

SC E N E L Trafpe& of 2 V:Ikge at
- e a?)zﬁam'e T .
Y T _',,‘
Em‘érs Roderick; R

Red.. Fukio’s Dcparturc thu&m.ﬁ:m'et from Mo‘,
Wntfx the long doubtful Abfence of my Brethety
(Who cannot fuffer, but my Pagher feols ics) I
Have trufted me with’ ftron Snfpxcnom, SRS G
And Dre that-will pp:?c Ror: enﬂ,v
Nor taﬁ:fofc Recreations” Hcaitb demandsy o Butl

S oL ut’|




The DIsTRESE EdVdRS 35
t, Ykt ® Whitlwind, hichei have they foatch’d me,

force to be refolv'd. 1 know my Brother
Had ﬂln’s Ficher for his Hoft: from him

Enduity may Befnend mc.
© - -Entirs Cﬂnﬁllp

Old Sir, I'm glad -
To'¥6 tne'tzou thus: What hils the Mﬁh? Caillmo,....
Cam. Ha:?
Rad. 't poffible, you vt forgct your Fnenda! .
Cam. Fncndr' “WHat até Thofe?
Rod. ———ilie Why; Thofé that love you, Sit.
Ca;.d You'rd Nbne o} Thofe, fure, if you be Lora
erick. -
Red. Yésy 1 atrithit Lord Rufemk and I lie not,
If I protett, I love you gi
Gam. You loy’d my B4h.vo aﬂi Well, T takeit:
One, that behe)'d wofu'd ? rt-Crecd
Red. All is not well, [4fide.] —— Good old Man,
de6 Aot il
Cam. }gf Lo:‘ﬂ, my Lor& : ydﬂ’vé deal: dlffldr
ot
N Obd&'y I }m fo fhy ﬂoﬁ lﬂg W'todgt

Of that bafe St dérfiard d o dot.
Gaih. M ....L...:.' Yéu' tﬁdw niot héftﬁcf, ¢ my
Confcxcu

ﬂeu ¢ ioft Vitraohs BYGRHSH, doble Fifrizuez,
ook fo lik¢ him, Lord, you. are ¢ wot(e for’ 53
ots npo!‘ﬁl&h fTeblérs ) undéd cologh.
- Of buying Couifets, ahfl I Know dot wharg

Bougbt my poot. Boy our. of Poffeffi
Ev'a of his Fi\%h ———-—%as nor. thzs flo-

nour ? .
And Thn éon

Rod.. &
Cem, N'W Y& h:ve l‘ow‘ﬁ"%yilm bf fm Lové,
K 1 D © Mnke
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Mke up your Malice; and difpatch his Lnfetoo

" Red. If you would hear me, Sir,—— :
Cam. Your brave old Father X F

‘Would have been torn in Pieces; with wild Horfea,

E’er he bad done this Treachery. On my Confcnencd,

Had he but dreamt you Two durft have congmitted
This bafe, unmanly Crime, —

Rod. Why, this is Madnefs, ———- -
. ccml I've done; I've cas’d my. Heart; r.ow yun may
T ulk.

. Rod. Then as I am a Gentlemany bchcvc mc)
(For T will lie for no Man;) I’'m fo far ‘
From being guilty ‘of the leat Sufpicion

Of Sin that way, that fcarm%thc long Abﬁ:nce
" 'Of Falio and my ’Brother mi

Somgthmg to ftart at, hubcr have ?eu'avcll'd
(3 know the Truth of you.

;_?-
23.-,- ¢ AN

Entcr: onlmtc hbmd

& My Scrvam: loiters; fure, he mean me 'wcll
Camllo and a Stranger? Thefe may give me’
‘Some Comfort from their Talk. I'll ﬁ‘v.;y afide s
And hear what Fame is ftirring. iolantc ‘revire
Rod. — Why this Wond’rmg’ :
. Cam. Can there be one fo.near in_Bload 23 yem are
¥F'6 that Hemriquez, and an honeft Man?
Rod.. While he. was good, I do, confe6 sy, Nea

nels;’
'But, ﬁncc his Fall from Honour, he's to m
As a ftrange Facé I faw but eﬂ:crdzy,

And as foon loﬁ '
T ask your Pardcm, Lotd;

: Cam. —
. T was too ralh and bold.
Rod. — No Harm done, Sir. .,
Cam. But is ;t poffible, you fhould not hw
The Paffage twixt Lesniora and yomr B:otlnt?
* Rod. Notg of All This, T B
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Enters Citizen.

Cam. How now?
Ciiz. 1 bear you Tidings, Sir, which I could with
. Some other Tongue deliver'd. -
¢ Cam. e—m———— Whence, I pray you?
- Gitiz. From your Son, Sir. : .
; .Cam. Prythce, where is he? -
Citiz. 'That’s more than T know now, Sir.
ut- This I can affure you, he has left .
he City raging mad; Heav’n comfort him! -
He ct;kupe to that curft Marriage ————=Theé Fiends
€ it e
Cem. Prythee, be gones and bnd the Bell h\oll
fo‘ me: "
1 haye had one Foot in the Grave fome Time. .
Nay, go, good Friend ; thy News deferve no Thanks.
oes your Lordthip? (Exit Gitizen.
Rd awsces That’s well faid, Old Man., -~ .
I bopc. all (hall be well yet.
- It had need s
For tiu erooked World. Farewell, poor Boy '--—-

MR Emr: Don Bermrd ,
D. b;t“em 'l‘hxs cames of forcing Women where :hcr

It was my own Sin; and I am rewarded.
Now I am like an aged Qak, alone, ' S
Left for all T.cmpeﬁs ——1 would cry, but ¢annot: ¥
I'm dry'd to Death almoft with thefe exauons. S
Lord! what 2 heav LQld I have within me! i
My Heart,— {l Heart »— :

Cam, ~——— Has this ill Wcathc;' N -
Mct with Thcc too? . ' Yy

* D. Bern. —O Wench, that T were w:th thee! -

Cam. You do fiot come to mock at me now ?

D2 D, Bern.

BN
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D. Bers. Ha?——
* Cam. Do not difitmbles Thon may'ﬂ: find a Knave
As bad as thou art, to undo thee too:

I to fee that D before I dyé yet. "
gﬁpe Bern. It nccdc ‘noty Camille; 1 afis Knlvb

Do it as bitcetly as thou can® thinkofy - - =~

. Sufficient to wy fIf. If chou wilt rail,
1y

or I deferve it. Draw thy Sword, #hd firike nie}
od.I will thank thee for't. = I'v€ loft tdy Daughiter;
Shc s ftol’n Awayy and w ither gone, I know dot. '
Cem, She bus ¢ Yair memng i being from yos
ir,
1 wis tdo poor a Brother For yolit Greutnefs 5.
You. muft be grafted into noble Stocky, -
And have your Tites tuis'd. My Stare wits laugﬂh
And my Alliance fcorn’d. D’ve loft a Son‘tsdy
Whnch muft not be purwp fo.” [Ofm 16 drand.
Rod. Hold; be counfel'd.
Yourve cqual Lofles;. urge no farther An
Heav'n, pleay’d now at‘yvar Love; tay bring ¢
And,fono Doubt, will, . your Childreén m yousr onr-

1n which Adventure iy Foot fhall be f'onmdﬁ
And One more will I add, my Honour’d Father;
Who has a Son to grieve for tod, tho’ tainted.
oy joint Sorrow be as Balm to hqal L
M!c Wounds of adveffe Forfune.” " - " - =
D, Bern. Come, Camillo,
Do not deny your Love, for Charitys
I ask it of you. Letthlsndblel.ord e
Make Brotgcrs of Us, whom 3ur oWn ttofs Fzm
Could newer join. What I have beh, forg 85,
What [ intend to be, beliéve and. hour urlth :

- do confefs. my Wtén %ve me yoar Hand. '
ce

Cam. Heav'n make t ofieft s tlitre.
Rod. — *T'is dane like ood Mea.,
Now there n:(b Ndught, 'bm: that’ we parr, and 'Rﬂ




.Zlv._l)l sTRAST Lovinse: 137

Take fev'ral Ways in Quef} of our loft Friends:-
Some of my Train ocr the- wild Rocks fhall wak

ou.
Out Lﬁ Search cndcd. here we'll meat again,
And tell the Forsunss qur {pparase. Travcic [Ewn.

V!olamc comes forooard.

Viil. -1 wonld, your Brother had bui balf yotfr "

Virtue !
Yet there remains'a little Spark of B

That hghts me to fome’ Comfon oP%‘he Match is

The quua fcparate; and I agein
May come to fee this Man thay has betuy'd mes
And wound his Gopfeignce for it: Home again
I will not go, whatever Fortqnp guides me 5 T
Tho’ ey’ry Step I went, I yrod upon -
Dangers as fearfyl gnd as pale as Degeh, -
No, no, Hepmquez; I will follow thee
Where there is Ry, ' Time may begos & Wudwa

\

Enters Servans.

O, are you ¢ ?Wlﬁub!lews* AR
Serv. None, but the worft. Your Father makes

mighty Offers yonder by a Cryer, to aoy Onc an

bring you home again.
I’g jol. Art Thoi:xg corrupted ?
Serv. No.
Viol. Wilt thou be hongfk® *©  ©
Serv. ['hope, you do net fesr me,

Viol. Indeed, I.do not. 'Fhou baft an honeft Face;_ :

And fuch a Facc, when it deceives, take. heed,
1s curft of all Heav’n’s Creatures.
Serw. P'll-hang firft.
¥iol. Heav’n blefs thee from that End ! = 1've heard
8 - :

D3 Say

N
e
R S
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Say more than Thisy -and yet that Man was falfc
Thou’lt not be fo, I ho

Serv. By my Life, 1ﬂ:rcfs e?

¥iol. Swear noty I credit ’i‘hcc But pry’thee tho”,
‘T'ake Heed, thou doft not fail : 1 do not doubt Thcc;
Yet I have trufted fuch a ferions Face,
And been abufed too.

Serv. If 1 fail your Truﬁ,-.-——— o

- Ziol. 1 do-thee Wrong to hold thy Honcﬂz
At Diftance thus: Thou fhalt know all my ommes,
Get me a Shephberd’s Habit.

Serv. Well; what clfe? :

Viol. And wait me in the Evcmng, where told thee 3
. ‘Therc Thou thalt know my farthér Ends. Take Heed—

Serw. D'ye fear me flill?,

Viol.. e : N o3 This is only Counfcl;
My Life and Death I have put equally -
Into thy Hand : Let:not Rewards, nor Ho
Be caft into the Scale to turn thy Faith,

Be honoft but for Virtue's fake, that’s all $

He, that has fuch a Treafure, canpot fall. [Exensr,

AC'T
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ACT IV. séE-NE~1---

S C EN E, A4 Wide Plain, with Profpelt qf
. Mountains at a wtﬂcm'e

Enter )llaﬁﬂ of the Flocks, shree or four Sbcpberds, aﬂl
Violante in Boy's Cloaths.

v Shep. ELL, he's as fweet a Man, Heav’n com=

W fort l’mn ! as ever thefe E’ycs look’d on.

2 Sbep:  If he have a Mother, I believe, Neigh-
bours, fhe’s a Woe-woman for him at this Hour.

Maf. Why fhould he haunt thefe'wild unpeopled: |

Mountains,

- Where nothmg dwells but Hung?r,and fharp Winds?
1 Shep. His Mclancholy’,‘ Sir, that's the main De-

yil'dots it. - Go to, ‘I fear he¢ Kas had.too much ‘foul
,Play offer’d him.

Maf.How gers he Meat? = :

2 Shep. Why, now and then he takes our Vr&ual:
from us, tho’ we defire him to eat; and inftead of a
fhort Grace, beatsus well and foundly,and then falls to.

Maf. Where lies He?

1 Shep. Ev’n where the Night o’ertakes him,

2 Shep. Now will I be hang’d, an’fome fair-fnout-
ed skittith Woman, or"other, be hot at the End of
this Madncfs,

1 Shep, Well, ifhe lod'g’d within the Som;d of us,
I knew our Mufick would allure him. How atten-
tively he ftood, and how he fix’d his Eyes, when your
Boy fung his Love-Ditty. Oh, her¢ he comes again.

Msg. Ler. !mn alone, HE€ wondets ftrangely at us. -

D4 - s Shep.
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1 Sbap Not 2 Word, Sm, to crofs him, as you love
your Shoulders.. -

2 Sbep He &ms mu:h difturb'd: 1 behcvc ;hc mad
Fit is upon him.

Esnters Julio,
?al Ho;ﬁ:nunﬂnp !— Hell— Riding {hslt be abOo

Turn thc barb’d Steed loofe to.his pative Wildnelsy
© Ygis'a Peadt 100 moble to be made
The Property: of Man's Bafencfi.— What a Letter
Wrote he to’s Biother? What a Man was [?, |
Wy, Rérfeus did not know his Seat like'me ;-
The Parthian, that ridés fwift without the Rein,
Match’d natmy Grace and anncﬁ --+Shall this Lord
Dye, when Men pray for him? Think yo g’ u ’tis meet?

1 Shep.' 1 don’t know what to fay : Neithes 1, mor
sll the Copfeflors in Spain, can wpriddle this wild Seuff.
F4l.'I mak to Coyrt! be uther'd mto Gucc, -'

By a large Lift of Praifcs ready penn’d
%Dm,l' What a venomous World is tlus, ..
hen Commendations are thc Baits to Ruind
Il thefe éood Words were G yves and Ferters, Sir,
o keep mec bolted there: whﬂe the falfe Scider-
Play’d out the Gamc of Treach’ry+—~ Holds mm hi-

ther;
You- hévc an Afpc& Sn;, of wond’rops Widom, -
And, us it i‘eqms, are travell'd deep in Knowledges .
Have you c'er feen the Phenix of the Ear.th, .
The Bird of Paradife? - .

ef -In T'roth, not ], Slr '
7131 have 5 and known bgr Haunts and: w.llom the

gcy Neft: "ill, liko 8 crcdplous Foal, - .
¥ ﬁxe *d"the Treafure to a Frigpdip Truff,- - ~
And he hath robb’d me of her.—— Truft no qud
g‘ccp thy Heart’s Counfcls lof; — Haft thoua

ve her not 'otit in Words; nar gk gh hyBride . &
Be wanton to dxfp]al her ham;s to View ;-

-Qve
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Love is coptagions: and a Breath of - Praife; .
Or a {light Glancg, has kjndled up its Flame,. .
And turgd 2 Friend 2 Trgyter a— "Tis in me‘;
And it has hurt my Brain.
t Shep. Marry,now there is fomeMordmhuMadncfs,
ande/; ngly prqﬁ; by it- oo
aff, Se ows copl, 3 pcnﬁv
Go towirds |m, g but de not look that vmy
I@;{ Alas! I tre lc —
¥ Oh, my prety Youth!
Come hxthcr, Cluld; Did got yqur Soag imply .
Something af Love?
1 Shep. l-a--ba—- gocs it there? Naw nf thc Bay
be witry, We Mall trace {omerhing. |
_ ‘Icq, Sir, it was the Subln&
L ‘Slt herethen: (,ome,ﬂmkc pos,good puuy sm‘
Nor da shfqu‘ mes I'H npt do shee Wfong .
I'"ol y do you lock fo onme? . .

Yl I have Ruﬁm.
' Lt puzz]cs m, Phxlofophy, to think '
That the ryd¢ Blaft, hot Sun, and da{hmg R.nm
Have made no. fiercer' War tipon thy Youth;
Nor hurt the Bloom of that Vermilion Chﬂ:i
_You weep too, ‘do you not?
31 oq——— Sometimes, T do.- L
I weep fometimes too. You're exm:mcly youngh
Vul lndecd I've feen more Sorraws farthap ¥dars,
T, Yeuq the(c have. not broken your Cnnplcxxon.
Yop hive a oqg H;art, and you we e hnppm-,
1 warrant, you'fe a very loving Woman. . -
Vil 4 &lom Su?--l mr, h'ag found me o;; o
l . AR
2 Shep. Hetakesthe. Boy.fgrawoman.-— Mnd, ;?m" L
Jul. You'vemet fome anappamungnt {ome fo
crofs I ypur Love.r 1 fead isdn. your Facc& .

ou read 4 rn;h Fstﬂa' o
.-,-—r- mmoknhe?udt?»-. .
s-nn: P qr{p dr%s Ca
‘bﬁ tin ¢ e
Yout:'!tnot far og

al.
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Ful. This World is full of Coz’ners, veryfall; .

Young Virgins muft be wary in' their Ways. !

Y've kpown & Duke’s Son do as great a Knavery, -

Will you be rul’d by me? :
B e Yes. : - T
- Ful Kill Yourfelf.

*F'will be a Terror to-the ViHlain's Confcicnce,

The longeft Day he lives. -

Viol. By no Means. ‘What? .
Commit Self-murther! . N
Ful. Yes; I'll have it fo. o

1 Shep. 1 fear, his Fit is returning. ‘Take heed of
- gll ‘hands. +— Siry— do you want any thing? :
' §ul. Thouly’t; thoucan’tnothureme: I am proof
*Gainft farther Wrongs. — Stealclofe behind me, Latly.
I will avenge Thee. ' ‘ o
Vil mr Thank the Heav'ns, I'm free. *
yal:}; O?trcach‘rous, bafe Henriguez! have I caught
thee? . ! T
2 Shep. Help} help! good Neighbours; he will kill
. meclfe, [Julio feizes on the Shepherd 3
iolante runs ous.
Ful. Here Thou fhalt pay thy Hearc-bjood for the
1 Wrom . ] ’ : . , . -
Thou'ft heap’d upon this Head. Faith-bredker ! Villajin!
T'll fuck thy Life-blood. . o
. 1 Shep. Good Sir, have Patience; this is'no Hene
. riguez. (They refeue the Shepherd,
Ful. \chll; let him flink to Court, and hide a Co-
ward 3 ' _
Not all his Father’s Guards fhall fhield him there. °
Or if he prove too ftrong for Mortal Arm, .
I will folricit ev’ry Saint in Heav’'n ~~ * =~ |
To lend me Vengeance. — I'll about it ftrait.—
The wrathful Elements fhall wage this War; -
Farics thall haunt him; - Vultures gnaw his Hearts
And Naturé pour forth all her Stores of Plail:u, .
To join in Punithment of Truft betray’d. [Z£xir Julio
2 Skep. Go thy Ways, and 3 Vengeance .go- yith

-~
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Thu'-i-Pray, feel my Nofe is ufaﬁg c:gbbmm?

3 Shep. *Tis as well as may be.r  * &

2 Shep. He pull’d at it, as he wo dng’da
Bullock backward by the Tail.— An’t had bccn fome
Men’s Nofc that 1 know, Neighbours, whe knows
where it had been now? He has given me fuch 2 de-
vilith Dafh o'er. the Moutb, that [ feel, I fhall never
whiftle to my Sheep again: Then they’)l mnke Holy-day,

1 Shep. Come, ﬁwc go? for, Ifear, if the Youth
return, our fecond' Courfc will be much miore againft
our Stomncbc

Map. Wilk you afores I will but give my Boy
Some fhort Inftrutions, and I’ll follow ftrait.
We'll crath a Cup together,

1 ‘Shep. Pray, do rot linger. :

Maf. 1 will not, Sirs; —This muft not- be nBoy;
His Voice, Mcin, Geftare, ev’ry Thing he decs,
Savour of foft and female Delicacy.

Hc but puts on this Secming, and his Garb .
caks him of fuch a'Rank, as well perfWades me, -
l-rc plays the Swam, rather to cloak fome Pu

L]

Than forced to’t by a Need: I've waited long o

To mark the End he has in his Difguife ;
But am not perfe& in’t. The Madman’s Coil”
Has driv’n him thaking hence. Thefe Fearsbetray hun.
If he prove right, I'm happy. O, he's here. -

Enters Vlolantc

Poméhlglgl?mer, Boy; where did you leave thc Fldok,
l i
Viol. Grazing below, Sir. — What dot¢s he ‘tmiean;;

- .
.k

to ftroke Ope o’the Cheek fo? I hope, I'm fiox betram‘

Maf. Have you leamt the Whittle yer, and w

to Fold ? c

And how to make the Dog bring ia the Senyérs?

Fiel. Time,.Sir, will furnith me wich all thcfcRulcs;:»

M Will is able, but my Knowledge weak, Sir. :
Moﬂ Thar’s 2 geod Child : Why doit thou blith,

- - gy Boy?
*Tis

af
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"Tis eeraimly 3 Wonian. [4kds.] Speak, m .
Viel. Hu“v'n ! how J tremble. -—] Tis unfm{ mn:’l;

To find fuch Kindnefs at 3 Matter's Hand, - -

That am s peer Boy, cv'ry way umble,

Unlefs it be in Pray’rs, to merit it, :

Befides, 1've ofien bheard old Pepple by,

Toe much lndulcqwc mkc Beys nde and ﬁwy

. Maf. Ars you fo | B
Fid. Elow hig Emthakc Fire,

And mesfore & fyqu:e of Youth ahout me| [ Afde.
‘The Ewes want Water, Sir: Shall I go driye "em
Down tp the Cifforns? Shail I make hafle, §ir?
’Would I were five Milgs fram him-~— How he
me!
Mafi. Come, come, all this is nat fufficient,
To make'a Fool of me.~= This ip a fing Hand,
A dejicars firo Hand,=v Never change
You underftand me,—3nd § Woman’s ngd
Viol. Yoy’ icﬁfangcly out : Yet if l were 3 Womsn,
1 knew, you ase {o henelt and fo
Thas tho’ I wese Difgnifes for fome Eﬂd’;
You would not wrong TRC; o
Maft. — - Come, you're made for Lovey
Will you comply? 1'm madder with this Talk
There’s Notbm%yen can fay, can tgke m
Fiol. Ohy dp but qusngh thefe foul Aﬁ'cé:mmm you,
That, like bafe Thieves, have rob’d you of your Reafon,
And | will be 2 Wemany and begin
fad 3 Srory, thas if there he aughs C 3
f humane in you, or a Soul that s gentle, -
You cannioy chule bat pity my lof omh.
.. Msf. Nae Srarjcs BpW v '
Vibl, w—rrro—rr= Kill me dlr@l sﬂ"i
As you have any Goodnefs, take m Lxl’cg o
Ro¥l. within. Hoa! Shephesd, will you. benr Sird -
M«g Whes bawling Rogue is thas,, ish* Dﬂtﬂl
amg?
_ &ial, Blaflings upon him, whaﬂbs‘nhcbﬁl {M«f

dou | ttors
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" Enters' Rodcuck '

Red. Good Ev my Fnend; I thought, you dl
$ad been aflee untry.

Maf. You ﬁad lied then; for you were wakmg
when you thought fo. L

ody 1 thank ou, Sir.
_ Ma_ﬁ ray; becover'dy “tisnotfo much worthy, Su'.
as that thy Boy ran crymg? .
A? Yes; what then? :
Why doft thou beat bim fo? Ty

Maff. To make him grow.

Rod. A pretty Mcd’cine! Thou can’fh not tell me
the Way to the next-Nunnéry- ?

Maf. How do you know bat?—-Yce, T can el
. you; bat the Qucftion is, whether I will or noj; and,
indeed, I will mot. Fare you well. - '{ Exis Maiter.

Rod. What abrateFellow’s this! ‘Are they allthus?
My Brother Hewriguea tells. me by his Letters, -
‘The Miftres of his Soul pot far from hence'.
Hath taken Saofuary> from which he prays
My Aid to bring her back.— From what Camille
Hinved, I wear fome Doubts.— Here ‘tis appointed
That we thould meet; it mult be here; tis fo.
Ha comes. -

Enters chrxqucz o

Now, Broflicr, 'what’s shis poitelafte huﬂacfs
You hurry me about? — Some: wenshisg Mmﬂ'-
Himr. My Leuet told you, Sir.. . -
Rod. *Tis true,” it cedls He, ches youm Joft »
Mifires
Whoht; your Heatt Medds fcw; bﬁ the Maum wn

From her cloﬁrLafe, 1 mkc ity ¥ gron mcmoa’d: N
 You're ever in thefe Troubles. soam—es Co
HeW s csmsivitmttssssiosasrscan N o 1d Brothct, :
1 own, 1 have 00 frecly giv'e & Beope ' -"l;‘
: To
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To Youth’s intemp’rate Hest, and fath Defires s

But think not, that I would engage your Virtues

To any Caufe, wherein my conftant Heart

Attended not my Eye. ‘Till now my Paffiers

Reign’d in my Blood; ne'er pierc'd into my Minds

But I'm a Convert grown to pureft Thoughts: .

And mutt in Angui(% fpend my Days to comey -

If I poffefs not her: So much T love. i

__Rod. The Means? —She% in a Cloyfter, is fhe not ?

‘va'ghhin wbgfc '\galls o ent;r asFWe are; N

ill never be: Few Men, but come therej

Which We fhall never m;kc.' ‘ ryars, '

 Henr. ——ms If That would do it, -

T'would make Any thing. _ o

.. Rod, ——se——Are you fo hot? ¢/ .

Tl ferve him, be it but to fave his Hodour. - [#fde.

“To fejgn a Corpfe —— By th’ Mafs, it fhallbe fo, *

"We muft pretend, ‘we do tranfport 2 Body, ', - -

As “twere to’s Funeral: and coming late by, © - ‘

Crave a'Night's Leave to reft the glcrfe i.’tfx’, Cotivent.

That be our Courfe ; for to fuch Charity . '
|
\
|

Stri& Zcal and Cuftom of the Houfe give Way.

. Henr. And, opportune, 2 vacant Herfe pi(s’d by
From Rites but new perform*d: ‘This for a Price
We'll hire, to put our Scheme in A&. Ho! Gerald -

[Enter Gerald, whom Henriquez whifpersy thes Ges
rald goes ost. )

Rod: \ we're once lodg'd, the Meams of her

- Conveyance, : N :
By fafeand fecret Force, with Eafe we'R compafs.
‘But, Brother, know my Terms: — If that your Miftrefs
Will to the World come back, and the appéar
-An Obje& .worthy in our Fathei’s Eye,. .- -
Wooe her, and win her; but if his Confent’ .
Kmiot Pace with your Parpofe —="

. Doubt it not. IR

I've look’d not with a common Eye;-but chofe
A aoble Virgis, who. to makg berfoy.. .. ! o Has
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"Has all the Gifts of Heav’n and ‘Earth upon her.
If ever Woman gct could be an Angel,

She is the neare .
Rbod. Wcll; a Lovct s Praife

Feafts not 2 Common Ear. Now to our Plot,

'We fhall bring Night in with Us, [Exmut.

"SCENE I
Enger Julio, and Two Gmtlemn. Y

Gens. Good Sir, compofe yourfelf:
Tl o me'c,

That Heav’n had made Thee ftronger than 2 Woman,
How happy had I been!
Gens. Hcscalmagam G

‘¥l rake this Interval.to work ypon Him. 't -~
Thefe wild and folitary Places, go ' .
Baor feed jour Pain; let better Resfon gmdc you- -
And qmt :hu forlorne’ State, that yiclds na Comfott.
Lste founds withim.
3‘«1 Ha! buk,a Sound from Heavin! Do you hear

Gent, ch,%u- $ thc Toucb of ('ome fwcct Inﬁmmcat

Here’s no Inhabxtmt
Gl s No,no, the better. "~ -
Gens. This is a ftrange Place to hear Mufick i in.
Tzal. I'm often vifited with' thefe fweer 'Airs, ..~ *
irit of fome h;plr.fc Man that dy’d;, . .. -~
And lcft his Love hid in a faithlefs Wonian) - .-
Surc haunts theft Mountains. .. [Violante _ﬁngs mtbu.
¢ Fond Echo/ \forego thy light Stiainy: =
A“Mf#”’ b!ﬂ‘ alafp Maid; .'..'. E
el 1 falfe Ear of the Swain - .
}hﬂr deeply his ¥ows bave htroy'd. ‘
Go, -selb i, ‘wbat Sorvows 1 heary .
.. ‘Seey -yt if bi :I:hafnlmll’u"’ "
"Tis mow beimuf heslmy Defpair,. -, ": '~
o Qr Dosth wilh make. &tjumjkw. on

ot Gent,
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Gtg ?tc, ‘how his Seut ﬁﬂv&m b} m Hl
train .
Has fearch’d Bim to the Heam
Ful. Excellent Somw1~ C e e
You never lov'd? . . .. . . i
Gem. No. L
Ful. --—--Peacc; and learn to_gricve then.
[ Violante fings wirhin,

Go, tell bin, wlw me Iheory
Sn, yet if bis Hears feel my Woe: .
*Tis now, be uft beal My ﬂﬁaﬁ‘, O
Of Death wsll make Pisy Ma jkw ST

Is not this heav'nly? .

Gent. 1 never ‘heerd the lec; 8ir, - - -

Ful. Il tel youy mygood Fréends ; but prtn ﬁ?
- Nothing; |
J'm Arangtly touch’d with Thit. The hcav'ﬂy Soutt]
Diffufes 3 fwect Peace thro’ €l my Souk s
Bude yeu I wondet,” what new, fad, Compamon
Gﬁef Inas mhz hither to out‘bad sy Sdridwis.
Scmdo T, oﬁ', ftand off —— Fricinds, nippcan

" Enfers Vnolantc. RO |

VMO}; nnich mere gxﬂcfu}-ﬂe’thefe ér%gy
ta
And thefe tild ’l‘rcev, thiain thn:&; of noblar Niﬁl}eg
For Thefe rbteive thy ?liinm
In many Echwoes to Mm Iﬂ'ﬁt‘ L |
Aet faltt aficep for éver. . Noue dre o7
That have tba Setife; s Touvh bf'l'ehutdeﬁ
For Virtue’s falie: No; foarce thieli’ Memory :
From whom } .edpdft Countel i Fewrsy
Eafe to Coi nge, or Rédvel of 'W
Ful. This 15 a thoving Sorfow, bur-y- mg.
Viol. Whet Dangién have | th,mﬁ’td what Infigts ;
Expos'd this Renr of my {tdf? Olr!’ Mifehlef" !

Onthat Wﬂﬂ,myczwmu' Whe
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Who v}vléuld have thought, that fuch poor Worms a3
T R T e 9 < ' »
(Whofe beft Feed is coarfe Bread; whofe Bev'ragey.
' Water;) T
Should have fo much rank Blood? T fhake all ‘over,
And dbluth to think' what had become of me,
If that good Man had not reliev’d me from him, .
. §wul, Since fhe is not Leonora, fhe is heav'nly.
When fhe fpeaks next, liften as {erioufly,
As Women do that have their Loves at Sca,
What Wind blows cv'ry Mofning, —— o
Pil. 1 cannot get rhis falfe Man's Memory
Out of my Mind. You Maidens, that {hall live
To hear my moufnful Tale, when I am Afhes,
Be wife; and to an Oath no more give Credir,
"T'o Tears, 1o Vows, (falfe Both !) or any Thing
A Man thall promife, than'to Clouds,that now .

Bear fuch a pleating Shape, and now are nothing, .-
For they will cozen, (if They may be cozend,) "
Tha'very Gods they worthip. ——— Valour, Jylticey,:

-Difcretion, Honefty, and all they cover, =~ .
To mdke them (¢eming Sdints, aré but' the Wiles . -
By which thel¥ §yréns lure us to Deftru@ion. .
Ful. Do not you weep now? I could drop myfelf
Into a Founuain for her. ST
Giur. She weeps extrediely. .00 i
Ful. —— Let her weep’; *tig. wiell s -
H¢r Heart will break clfe. Great'Sorrows live in Fears. *
Viol. O filfe Henriquez! ——— o
:7141.-'———-— - Ha! <0 '”""A
Viol, ————x'— And Oh, thou Fool;" '
Forfuken Piolante! whofe BelieF - -~

.
2t -

.-
LR

N |

And childifh Love:have made Theé o —— gq, dyé,y E
For there is nothing lefi "Theg now to look for,
That can bring Comfort, but’ a quiet Grave. . 5

There all the Miferies I'long have felr, .
And Thofe to come; thill fwéetly fleep together. *
Fortune may guide that falf¢ Hengigyez, hither,
‘To weep Repedtance o'er myii‘. pale, dead ‘Coarfe, -
ST A ‘ And
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And cheer my wand’ring Spirit with thofe lov'd Obfe<

quies. [(Going.

Ful. Stayy Lady, ftay: Can it be poffible, '

That you are Piolante ? s
Viol. That loft Name, -

Spoken by One, that needs muft know ‘my Fortunes,
Has taken much Fear from me. Who are you, Sir?
For, fure, I am that hopelefs Fiolante. "

Ful. And I, as far from any earthly Comfort
That I know yet, the much-wrong’d Fulio/

Viol. — Fulio!
Ful. 1 once was thought fo. If the curft
Henriquez : '

Had Pow’r to change you to a Boy, why, Lady,
-Should not that Milchief make me any thing,
That have an-equal Share in all the Miferies

His Crimes have flung upon Us? .

Viol. — ‘ Well I know it :
And pardon Me, I could not know your Virtues,
Before your Gricfs. Methought, when laft we met,
‘The Acceént of your Voice ftruck on my Ear
Like fomething [ had known, -but Floods of Serrow
Drown’d the Remembrance.  If you'll pleafe to fit,
(Since [ have found a fuff’ring true Companion,) .
And give me Hearing, I will tell you fomething
Of Leonora, that may comfort you.

Ful. Blefling upon Thee! Henceforth, I proteft
Never to leave Thee, if Heav’n fay Amen.

But, foft! let’s fhift our Ground, guide our fad Steps
To fome remoter Gloom, where, undifturb’d,

‘We may compare our Woes; dwell on the Tale

Of mutual Injuries, ’till our Eyes rua o’er,

And we infe& each other, with freth Sorrows, —
Talk’d you of Comfort? *T'is the Food of Fools,
And We will None on’t; but indulge Defpair:

. So, worn with Griefs, f{teal to the Cave of Death,
And in a Sigh give up our lateft Breath. ([ Bxeunt.

Tbe End. of the Fourth A8, K

ACT
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'ACT V. SCENE 1.

SCENE, 7Tk Troj}e[z‘ of the Motm-

tasns continsed.

Enter Rodcnck, Leondra «veil’d Hennqucz, Aiten
" dams as Moarners.

Rod EST ccmm, Lady, Nothing ﬂxall betidé

But fair, andynoblc Ufage Paidon mey
“That hithefto a Courfe of Violence
Has fnatch’d you from that Seat of Contemplation
‘Fo which you gave your Aftf:r-foc

Leon. Where am 1? '

Ralr;'l Not .in tlie Nunmry; never blufh nor trcm-’
_ €3 '
Your Honour has s fair a Gmrd as when -
‘Withitf a Cloyfter. Know then, what is done,;
(Which, I prefume, you underftand not truly,)
Has this Ufe; to preferve the Life of One -
Dying for Love of You: my Brother, nnd your

riend : :

Under which Colour we dcﬁr'd to reft
Qur Herfe one. Night within your ballow’d Walls,
"Where we furpriz’d you.

Leon. ———— Ateé you thit Lotd Rademk,
So fpoken of for Virtue; and fair Lifes
And dare you lofe: thefe to be Advocate

For fuch & Brother; fuch a ﬁnﬁll Brother, - Such
uc
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Such an unfaithful, treacherous, brutal Brother?
Rod. This is a fearful Charge. — -
L : [Locks at Henriquez,
Leon. If you would haveme =
Think, you ftill bear Refpet for Virtue's Name;
. As you would wifh, your Daughters, thus diftrefs’d,
lXIight find a Guard, . prote&t me from Henriquez3
n
R

I am happy. e
od. — Come, Sir, make your Anfwer; .
For as I have a Soul, I am atham’d on’c.. . ..
Henr. O Leonora, fee! thus fetf-condemn’d, -
I throw me at your Feet,.and fue:for Mercy.
If 1 have err’d, impute it to my Love;
The Tyrant Ged that bows us to his Sway, .. - .
Rebellious to the Laws of ress’ning Men;
That will not have his Votaries Aétions fcann'd,
Bur calls it Juftice, when we mok obey him.
He but commanded, what your Eyes infpir'dy
. Whofe facred Beams, darced into my Soul,
Have purg’d the Maaflon from smpure Defires,
And kind&d in my Heart a Veltal's Flame.
Leon. Rife, tife, my Losdy this well-difembled

Paflion
Has gain’d you.nothing but a decperHate.
Should I imagine, he can truly love me, .
‘T har, like a Villain, morthers my Defires? o
Or thould I drink that Wiiae, anéy think it ‘Qordialy
When I fee Poyfon ink ? . .
Rod. —— Draw this way, Lady;

1.am not perfe& in your Story yets : _

But fee you've had fome Wrongs, that want Redrefs.

Only you muft have Paticnce to go withus '

To yhoa fmall Lodge, which mects the Sight from |
ence, e . N

W here your Diftrefs fhall find the due Refpeé&:

*Till when, your Griefs fhall govern me as much,

As Nearnefs and Affeétion to my Brother. - .

Call my Attendants youiv; and ufe them frecly ;

For



~-Jbe DISTREST Lovzns. $3

Foras I am a Gentlcman, no Pow’'r,
Above your own Will, thall come near your Perfon.
[ they art going ous, Violatice amsers, and plucks -
" Roderick by the Sleeve; the reff go oat.) .
Vtol Your Ear a Momcnt Scorn not my tendcr
' Yotth. : ;
Roder. Look to the Lad thcrc — I follow ﬁrau' ‘
What ails this Bay? Why do& thou fingle me?
Viol. The due Obfervance of your noble Virtue,
. Vow'd to this motrting Virgin, makes me bold
.'To give it moré Employment. -
Rod.” =——— Att not Thou
The furly Shepherd’s Boy, that, when I catl’d
To know the Wy, ran crymg by me?
Viol. Yes, Sir.
And T thank Heav'n and you for helping me.
Rod. How did I help thee, Boy?
Viel. I'do but feem fo, Sir ; and am indeed
A Woman; one your Brother once has lov’d
Or, Heav’n forgive him clfe; he ly’d extremely. -
Rod. Weep not, good Maid 5 O this. iiccnuous
~ Brothee!
But how came you 4 Wand'rer on ‘thefe Mbuntains ?
Viol. That, as we pafs, an’t pleafe you, Il difcover.
I will aflure you, Sir, thefe barren Moéuntains .
Hold many Wondérs of jour Brother’s makmg
Here wanders haplefs Fwiio, ‘worthy Man' ,
Befides himRIf with' Wrongs—-ﬂ-—- ‘1,- ‘
Rod. That once again - e
V:g Sg, I foid, yxm -—-Slccp wexgh’d down ‘his
lids,
’Gppngd with Watching, juft as you approach’d us. .
Rod. O Brother! We dxall found the Dcptbs of
Fatthood. - - \
If this be true, no more but gmde me to lmn
I'hope, & fair End will fdeceed 4ll yer. , .
If it be He, by your Leave, gmtlc -Brothér, = * -~
. Ylifec him fcrv’d ﬁrﬁ —_ Mat youl havc o ijoy’% gxc
. ou
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Thou fhalt have Right too: Make thy fair Appeal
To the good Duke, and doubt not but thy Tears
Shall be repaid with Intereft from his Juftice. A
Lead me to Fulio. " [Exeunt.

SCEN E I 4 Aﬁqrime;); in the Lodge.
Enter Duke, Don Bernard, asd Camillo..

Cam. Ay, then your Grace had had a Son more;
He, a Daughter; and I, an Heir: But let it be as ’cis,
I carinot mend it; one way or other, I fhall rub it o-
ver, with rubbingto my Grave, and there’s an Ead on't.

Duke. Qur Sorrows cannot help us, Gentlemen.

Cam. Hang me, Sir, if 1 thed one Tear more. By
A i}'o-ve, I've wept fo long, I'm as blind as Juftice. W hen

1 come to fec my Hawks (which I held a Toy next to
my Son;) if they be but Houfe-high, I muft ftand
aiming at them like a Gunner.
~ Duke. Why, he mourns like 2 Man. Don Bernard,

ou : :
Are ﬁill like April, full of Show’rs and Dews:
And yet I blame you not: for I myfelf .
Feel the felf-fame Affetions. Let them go;
They’re difohedient Children. ‘
D. Bern., —— - Ay, my Lord;
Yet they may turn agaip. - .ok
Cam. Let them ¢’en have their Swing: they’re young
and wanton; the next Storm we fhall have them gal-
lop homeward, whining as Pigs do in the Wind.
D. Bern. Would 1 had my Daughter any way,
Cam. Wopld’ft thou have her with Bearn, Man, tell

me that?2 ‘ ) )

" D. Bern. 1 care not, if an henelt Father got it.
Cam. You might have had her fo in this good Time,

Had my Son had her: Now you may go feeck , -~ °

Your Fool to ftop a Gap with. S

Duke




4 e,
. Y
The DisTREST LOVERS. 5§ .

Duke. You fay, that Rod’rick charg’d you here thould -
wait him: :
He has o’erflip’d the Time, at which his Letters
Of Speed requeft that I fhould alfo meet him,
1 fear, fome bad Event is uther’d in
By this Delay: How now?

Enters Gentleman.

. Gent. ———— So pleafe your Grace, - -
Lord Rod’rick makes Approach.

Duke, s=——1 thanﬁ thee, Fellow,
For thy fo timely News: Comes he alon$¥®
- - Gent. No, Sir, attended ‘well: and in his Train
Follows a Herfe with all due Rites of Mourhing.
. , : ' [Exit Gens.
- Duke. Heav’n fend, Henriguez live! :

Cam. ——'T'is my poor Fulio.——

Enters Roderick; baﬂily; '

Duke. O welcome, welcome, :
Welcome, good Rod'rick ! Say, what News? -

Cam. Do you bring Joy or Grief, my Lord? For me,
Come what can come, I’ll live a Month or two :
If the Gour pleafe; curfe my Phyfician once more,
Aﬂd «t’hcn,—!-———;— - ’ : T

Under this Stone
Lies Sev'nty One.

Rod. Signior, you do exprefs a manly Patience.
My noble Father, fomething I have brought -
To eafe your Sorrows: My Endeavours have not
Been altogether barren in my Journey. Co '
Duﬁe. It comes at need, Boy; but I hop’d it from
thee.

E4 Enter
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- Enter Leonota veil'd, chrnqucz bebmd, apl .lt-
tmdmm

Rod The Company I brmg, will bear me Wnt.ncfs

The bufieft of my Time has been employ’d .

On this good Task. Don Bernard finds beneath

This Veil his Daughter: You, my Royal Father,

Behind that Lady gud a wand’ring Son.

How I met with them; and haw brought thcm hxt:bcr, ‘

More Leifure muft unfold. '
. Henr. - My Father here!. .

And Fauliolrly O Confnﬁon‘-—-—.Low as Earth -~ .

1 bow me for your Pardon.. . - - (7o zbe Dake,

D;.Bern. O my Girl! .

Thou bring’fe new Life. — - . [Embraces Leonora.

Duke. And you, my Son, rcﬁore me " [7o Roderick.
*One Comfort bere that has been miffing long.

I hope, thy Follies thou baft left abroad. [70 Henrig.

Cam. Ay, ays you've all Comforis but 15 you have
ruin’d me, kill’d my poor Boy ; cheated and rum’d him;
and :dhaac no Comf‘c))rc. S ld

R € anent, Sx mor; ime may guide m

Hard. P 8 Y 8 y
To work you Comfort too.

Caw. I thaok your Lordthipy .

*Would Grandfirg Tite had bccn fo kmd to’ve dnnc xtg
-We might have joy’d together like good Fellows.

Bur he’s fo full of Bufinefs, good Old Man, .

*Tis Wonder, bhe could,daq the-Good he has done.

D. Bers. Nay, Child, be comforted. T hcfc Tcars
, ! diftra& me.

Duke. Hear your good Father, Lady

Leow. ——— Willingly,

Duke. The Voice of Parents is the Voice of :Gods:
For.10 their Children they are Heav’n’s ucu!enan&s
Made Fathers, not for common Ufes meerly -,
- Of Procreation; (Beafts and Birds would be

'As
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As acble then as we are) but to fiecer
‘The wanton Freight of Youth thro' Storms and Ddas

Wlu%; with full Sails they bearupon: ard ftreighten
‘The moral Line of Life, they bcn&fe often.
For Thefe are We made Fathers; Md¥or Thefe,
May challenge Duty on our Children’s Parc..
Obedience is the Sacrifice of Anggels,
Whofe Form you ca

D. Bern. Hoat thn%ukc, d Wench.

Leon. 1 domoft hccdfully. My gucnous Lord, .

R the Daka.

Let me be o nnmmncr’d to requc !
He would sot farthet prefs me wi Pe:fuaf ans’
O’th’ inftant Hour: but have the gemtle Patieace
'T¢ bury this keen Suit, till I thake- Handc '
With my old Sorrows, =————

Cam. Why doft look a¢ me? h
Alas! I cannet belp thee.
Leop. — . And but weep

A Farewell to my murther’d Fabioy—r— -
C"’f*umfﬁing be with thy Soul, wbcnc’cr it chvcs
£C
L';: d["or fuch fad Rites mufl be perform*d my
ard,
E’er I can love again. Maids, that bave iov’d,
If shey be worth that aoble Teﬂmony,
Wear their Loves. here, my Losd; hm, m thc:r ,
Hearts;
Deep, deep withing aoc uuhcnt Eycs, or Acccnts;
Sucb may be flip'd away ; or with two Tears .
Wafh'd out of all Remembracoe: Mine, go: Fbyﬁck,
But Time, or Death, can cure: .
Hm; You makc your own, Condmons, and. I fcalv
: them .
Thus on: our virtuous Hand. - N [dﬁch.
cll, Wench, thy Equal .
Shall not be found in hafte; I give thec T hatv‘ T
hou
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Thou art a right one, ev’ry Inch.—— Thy Father
(For, without Doubt, that Snuff never begot Thee,)
‘Was fome choice Fellow, fome true Gentleman;
1.give thy Mother Thanks for t ——there’s no Harm
done. ———m
-Would I wcre?oﬂng again, and had but thee,
. A good Horfe under me,’ and a good Sword,
“And thus much for Inheritance. ———
[Violante offers, once or twicey to foew
. berfelf, but goss bac&
Duke. What Boy’s That,
Has offer’d twice o thrice to break upon us?
T've notedn, aad fRill be falls back fearful.
Rod. A httlc Boy, Sir, hkc 3 Shepherd?
Duke. Yes.
.Rod, 'Tis your Page, Brother;
was fo, lare.
Heny. My Page' What Page? :
Rod. Ev’n {o he fays, your Page; -
And more, and worfe, you ftole him from hls Friends,
And promis’d - him Preferment,
Henr. 1, Preferment! - -
Rod. And on fome flight Occafion let him flip
Here on thefe Mountains, where he had been ftarv’d,
Had not my People found him, as we travell'd.
‘This was not handfome, Brother.
Heny. “You are merry,
Rod. You'll find it fober Truth.
Duke. 1If fo, 'usill.
Henr. *Tis Fi&ion all, Sir 3 —— Brother, you muft
pleafe
T'o look fome other Fool to put thefe Tricks onj
. 'They are too obvious:" Plcafc ‘your Grace, gwe
Leave
T’ admit the Boy; If he know me, and fay,
I ftol¢ him from his Friends, and caft him off, *
Know me no morc.'—— Brother, pray do not wrong
me. ' ; -

One that

Enters
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Enters Violantc.

Rod. Here is the Boy. ¥ hhdauy this to you,
Then I have wrong’d you. -

Duke. —— Hear me; What’ th"Namc, Boy ?
Vial. Florio, an’t like your Grace.
- Duke. ——— A pretty Child.
* Where watt thou born? :
Viol. On t’other Side, the Mountams.
Duke. W hat are thy F riends?
Viol. v A Father, Sir; but poor.
Duke. How-cameft thou.hither? how, to lﬂavc thy
Father ?
iol. That noble Gentleman_pleas’d once to like
me, [ Pointing to Henriquez.
And, not to lye, fo much to doat upon me,
That with his Promifes he won my Youth,
And Duty, from my Father: Him I follow’d.
Rod. How fay you now, Brother? C
Cam. Ay, my Lord, how fay You? -
Hen. As 1 have Life and Soul, 'ns all a Tnck, Su'.
I never faw the Boy before.
Vial. — O Siry
Call not your Soul to witnefs in a Wrong:
And ’tis not noble in you, to defpife -
What you have made thus. - If 11ye, let Juftice
Turn all her Rodsupon me.

Duke. — Fye, Henriquez;
Thereisno T race of Cunning in this Boy.

Cam. A good Boy! Be not fcarful S eak t
: Mind, gChxld P h’

Nature, furc, meant thou fhould’ Rhavc beena chch
-And then’t had been no Marvel he had bobb’d thee.
Duke.- Why did he put thee from him?
Viol, —— - That to me o
s yet unknown, Sir; for my Faith, he could not3
J never did deccive bim: for my Scrvmc,

Co ‘He
2
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He had no juft Caufe; what my Youth was able,
My Will ftill’ put in A&, to pleafc my Mafter:
. I cannot fteal 3 therefore that can be nothing
'To my Undoing : .no, nor lyc; my Breeding, -
Tho’ it be plain, is honett.
Duke. ——y-@—~————Weep not, Child,
Cam. This Lord has abufed Men, Women, and
Children already: What farther Plot he has,. the Devil
knows. .
Dutke. If thou can'ft bring a Witnefs of thy Wiang,
(Elfe it would be Injuftice to belicve thee,
He having {worn againft it;) thou fhal have,
I bind it with my Honour, Satisfaltion '
. 'T'o thine own Wifhes.
+ Viol. - ~ I defire no more, Sit..
1 have 2 Witnefs, and a noble one,
For Truth and Honefty. S _
Rod. ———Go, bring him hither. [Exit Violaate,
Henr. This lying Boy will take him to his Hecls,
‘And leave me flander’d. ‘
Roé.—————e——No; I'll be his Voucher. -
Henr. Nay then ’tis plain, this is Conféderacy. .
" Rod. That he has been an Agent in your Service,
Appears from this, Here is a Letter, Brother, -
Produc’d, perforce, to give him Credit with me ;)
he Writing, yours; the Mauer, Love; for {0,
He faysy he can explain it.,

Can. o ——— Then, belike, .
A young He-bawd. . .
Henr. — his Forgery confounds me!

. Duke. Read it, Roderick.
" Rod, Reads.] Osr Prudence fhould gow teach us to
" forgety wbat esr Indifcretion bas comi~
mitted. I hgve already inade one Step
. towards this Wifdom —r——.
Henr. Hold, Sir.—— My very Words to Fidlante

) ‘ dfids.
Duke. Goon, (4fide
& Hear.,
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. Henr.—~— My gracious Father, give me Pardon;‘
l do confefs, I fome {fuch Letter wrote
(The Purport all too trivial for your Ear,)
But how it reach’d this young Diffembiler’s Hund!
Is what I cannot folve. For on my Soul,
And by the Honours of my Birth and Houl'c,
The Minion’s Face 'till now I never faw.
Rod. Ran not too far in Debt on Proteftatioft,—
Why thould you do a Child this Wrong?
Henr. Go toy
Yoor Friendfhips pat warrant not this Abufle:
If you provoke me thus, I fhall forget
- What you are to me. This is a mccr Pra&we,
And Villany to draw me into Sca )
Rod. No more; you are a Bdy. —— Here eomes t
W itnefs,
Shall prove you fo: No more.

" Enter Julio, difguis’d; Violatte, as 4 Woman,

. ey p— - Another Rafeal !
Dake. Hold : ——— : o
Hewr. Ha! - v [Seeing Viohntq,_

Duke. What'’s here? - .
Henr. By all my Sins, the injur’d Piolants.. \ [.lﬁle._
Rod. Now, Sir, whofe Prattioe breaks?
Cam. —— Is this a Page? ~  [Tv] Hcm'
" Rod. One that has done him Bervice,

And he has paid her for’t; but broke his Covemmt
Vﬂg My Lord, 1.come not now te ‘woind your

irit.

Your, sure Affe&tion dead, which firft bcmy’d Tae,

My Claim dye with it! Only et -me not

‘Shrink to the Grave with Infamry upon me:

Prote& my Virtue, tho' it hutt your Faithy

And niy lalt Bieath fhall fpesk Hemrigue noble. ' -
Henr. What a fierce Conﬂx& Shamc, and wouadcd

Hmm""

R.ai{c
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Rilfe in'my Breaft! — but Honour fhall o’crcome. —3

She looks as beauteous, and as innocent, . :

when I wrong’d her.— Virtuous Piolante!
[oo 8ood for me! daté you flill love' a Man,

80 faithlefs as I am?— Ekdow .you love me. .

‘This, thys; and thus, lvpnm: my vow’d Repentante :

Let all Men read m{mrc%— My gracious Father,

Fotgivey and makimne ri¢h with your Confent,

‘This is my Wife; no other would I chufe,

Weté the a Queen.
Cam. Here’sa new Change,,
Henr. And fair Leonora, hofe Virgin Arms

;. 1forc’d my wrong’d Friend Ydi0, O forgive me. .
Take home yofir: Vows, and let him have ’eny .\ -
;ll;at ;m deftty’ rO ctfh“fbc‘ w%e here!. .

at mxght tbc Bafenefs o my Wro o
And pitr %ﬂ compeace. My Piolante; ng, o~

ssrd looks dulli upon’t.

You mp a ain be widow’d: for I vow :
A ce; gmnagc, ‘ne’er {6 know on,
Tl can e it o the injur’d Fulio.

Cgw, This al'hro ts me:~— But m léﬁ
DR w Y poot. '

‘v% Rod, I'll ftop ¢ . Voyage, Brothcr —GcnﬂcLady,
think You of"this honeft Mean? -

"Théu hu, my Lord, were all etiploy'd wnmn.!
. He has a Face makes me remember fomething g
have thought well ofy how he looks upon mef-.

r Man, ic weeps.—Ha ! fay; it canngt bg —.
has his Eye, bls Features, Shape, and Gefture.—
ould, he would {peak.

Ful. — Eeondra; — Eg'brm: off b:: D:fgmjj,\
Leow. — ‘es, 'tis He.
O Ecftacy of Joy : [ﬂe] mh'dté. .

Cdin. Now,v what s the Matter?: .
Rod. Let ’em aloney they’re almoft ftarv'd fnr.
' Com Suund forty Foot offy no Man troubl
am. Stan oot off; no Man trouble tem.
m " Much
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Much Good may’tdo your Hearts! < What is be, Lordy

‘What is he? , .
Rod. A certaip Son of yours. = .
Cam. —————— The Devil he is. -
Rod. If he be the Devil, that Devil must call you
Father. '

Cam. By your Leavealittle, ho, —Are youmy Fulie?

Ful. My Duty tells me fo, Sir, , .
Still on my Koees/— But Love engrofs'd me all; -
O Leonora, do I 6ncé more hold thee? TN
Cam. Nay, to’t again: 1 will pot hinder you a Kifs;.
. "T'is he o . : Legps.
Leon. The righteous Pow’rs at length have crown’d:
our'Loves. | : , e :
Think, Fulio, from the Storm that’s now o’erblqwa,. /
Tho’ four Aficion combat Hope awhile,

When Lovers Twear trae Faith, the li’ning Angels
Stand on tlie golden Battlements of Heav'n,

And waft their Vows to the Eternal Throné.

Such were our Vows, and (o are they repaid.

- Duke. Een as you are, we'll join .your Hands to-

gether.
A Providence above our Pow'r rules all. ,
Ask him Forgivene(s, ‘Boy. (70 Henriquez.
) A— He has it, -Sir: .

The Fault was Love’s, not his.
Henr.'. Brave, gen’rous Fulie /
X knew thy Noblénefs of old, and prizid it,

3

Till Paffiom made me blind —Once maore, my Friend, |

bare in a Heart, that ne’er fhall yrong thee more.
nd, Brother, — . '

| ﬁd. This Embrace ;:gts off Excufes.

. Diuke. 1 muft, in part, repair my Son’s Offence:

e h ¥y sor

\t yaur b\;‘ﬁ»fl;enfure, Fulio, know oui Court.

W\nd, Piolante, (for I know you now;) "
have a Debt ta pay: Your good old Father, ™

bnce, when Irchas’d the Boar, preferv’d my Life:

q'or that good Deed, and for your Virtuc's Sake, . ;

' - Tho
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Tho! your Defcent be'low, call me ‘your Father,

A Match drawn out of Honefly, and Goodnefs;
Is Pedigree cnough ——Are ébu all- pleas’d? -

m:lmta chrfquez.
.,.caml‘ AL 1,13* 2l

i 4 hv?%v
Duks. And I not il return to Court :

" (Aud that thort Travel, and- your¥yves compleated,

Shall, “ax 1 trak, for Life refirait thefe W aﬁd’mpvs )

* "Phend, -the Solemmty, and Grace,, 'l o~
* Fowr ev'nad: Noptials, fhall appréve fﬁy‘ Joys:

Apd make gncv’d Lovers, that yom‘ Stoty rcpd,

, ,Wﬁ, e 'Love sWaﬁd'mbgs my er rours fuccted.
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